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DIAMOND DICK IN THE cae 





OR, 


A Lively ‘‘Go’ 


at the Big -°‘Gusher.’ 


By the author of “DIAMOND DICK.” 


CHAPTER I. 


AT THE BURNING SPRING. 


nn 


‘Ha! Is that you, Andy Meeker?’’ 

‘“Ef it ain’t, I don’t reckon I know anythin’ about 
myself. Handy Andy, or Andy of ole Cochise—thet’s 
me, with ground ter spare. An’ you’re Jim Hazen, 
owner of the Mesa Hill Oil Company, the feller I 
hired out to no longer ago than yesterday.”’ 

Two figures, coming out of the darkness from 
opposite ways, met within a hundred feet of the 
Burning Spring. 

The Spring marked the southerly limits of the oil- 
producing territory in that part of the Texas oil belt, 
and was not so much of a-curiosity as it might seem 


at first glance. 


\ 
On the surface of a pool which measured half-a- 


dozen yards across the crude oil exuded; some pass- 


ing traveler had ignited the oil and gas and now it 
burned brightly, a flaring landmark for all the coun- 
try round. 


Of the two men who had met by the Burning 
Spring, one was small, but lithe and muscularly 
built, in spite of his short stature. — | 

He was roughly dressed, and carried himself with 
the slouching swagger of the bravado and the ‘‘bad 
man.’ | 

The other was well dressed, and while there was no 
air of bravado about him, there was a stealthy man-_ 
ner, hande had'a shifty way of peering about him 
into the hovering shadows, on the alert against dis- 
covery as most unscrupulous men are prone to be. 

The short man was Andy Meeker; the other was 
James Hazen, the wealthy yen of the Mesa 
Hill Oi] Company. 





‘3 “You te rigit,’’ said Hazen, answering Meeker’s 
remark as to his identity. ‘‘I’ve got a job I want 
done, and I think you’re about the man to do it.” 

While voicing the last words, Hazen’s tone sank to 
a whisper, and lie drew close to Meeker’s side. 

The Burning Spring was a beacon which lighted 
up the surroundings fairly well, and Meeker was able 
to make note of the peculiar gare with which Hazen 
regarded him. 

“What fer kind ofa job i is it?” Sn Meeker. 

‘*That’s the reason I sent word for you to meet me 
here, at the Burning Spring, at ten o’clock to-night,” 
Hazen continued, ignoring the question which had 
been put to him. 

“You sent me word an’ I’m hyer,’’ said Andy 
Meeker, sharply. ‘‘Now that I’m on deck, tell me 
what ye want an’ git it over with.” 

Hazen gave anotiter of his shifty looks into the 
surrounding darkness, “" ; 
“For 


what I want done lam willing to pay $5000 the 


What you say is to the point, ’* said he. 


moment I am convinced that the job i is completed, 
How does the price strike you ?”? 

“OTE may be too much an’ it may not be enoiigl of 
Andy Meeker growled. . 
work is; see?’’ 

“Well, Ill tell you what the work is. 
tlie only man I have asked to come to the Burning 


You're not 
Spring to meet me to-night. The other mau ay 
get here at twelve o ‘clock—two hours from now. 
“Who i is this other man : a 
‘“Voung Tilbury. a 
Andy Meeker eave a start—not perceptible: to 
Hazen in the.darkness. mi 
‘“Fivan Tilbury, eh?” 


ey OY know him?” 


muttered - \eeker, 

DP ve heard of him.’ 

“Young: Tilbury is a young fellow and not at all 
athletic. The job will be easy for you, Meeker. 
You're not very tall, but they sav vou can lick your 
weight in wildcats.”’ | 

Meeker nade no respouse, ‘but waited for Hazen a 
get closer to the matter in] and. | 


“Tt depends on what the 
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‘‘What I want you to do,’’ said Hazen, in a hoarse 
whisper, after another glance around, ‘‘is to push 
Tilbury into the Burning Spring.’ . De 


The words were spoken in a brisk, matter-of-fact 


tone—proof that Hazen’s conscience was hardened 
against their murderous significance. 

Still Andy Meeker made no response, but simply 
stood and looked at the man. before him. | 

‘You can do the work in good shape,’’ Hazen 
proceeded. ‘SA blow on the head from behind, to 
prevent outery, a pushy into the Spring, and the fire 
Tilbury will be 
found, but it will be argued that he fell into the 
Spring. 


and the water will do the rest. 


It’s a safe job, Meeker, and there’s $5000 
in it. What do you say?” 

“Tsay thet ye’ve got all yer nerve with ye, Hazen, 
to come at née witli any sech proposition as thet. 
Ye’ve sized me up wrong. I won't do tle job fer no 
five thousand, ner five hundred thousand, ner five 


niillion !?? - | 
“Got mighty good, haven’t you, since you slid out 
of New Orleans and left the name of Phil Luray be- 
hind you ?”? 
There was a sneer in Hazen’s voice, and Andy 
Meeker gave a startled jump. 
Thunder!’ muttered Meeker. ‘“‘What do you 
know about .titet ?’ | 


“I know too inuch for your good, my fine fellow. 


Money can’t hire you to do this job, you say, but 


perhaps you'll do it to save your neck ?”’ 


‘"Ye've sized ine up wrong again,’’ jerked out 
Meeker, 
ye’re talkin’ 


in a nervous way. 
about.’? 


“You'll do this job for me or you’ll have a chance 


to recall those aes Orleans matters behind the bars 


of the Oil City jail,’ 


There was a hard, inetallic ting to “Hazen S voice 


—an undertone that meant business tight rom the 


drop of the hat. 


yg Andy Meeker was silent again, this time for several 
seconds, for lie was evidently turning: the matter 


over in bis mind. 


“T don’t Know what 
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‘How did you find out about that New Orleans 
bizness?’’ he finally queried. 

“There was a detective here from New Orleaus, 
He told me all about how 
Phil Luray had killed a man at a gambling table in 


and he called to see me. 


New Orleans and had made off between two days, ' 


changing his name to Andy Meeker and allowing 
that he would hide himself somewhere in the oil 
country. If I ever heard of such a man I was to 
communicate with this detective—something which 
I stand ready to do in case you do not fall in with 
my plans.”’ | 

‘“‘T reckon ye’ve got me on the mat, Hazen,’’ said 
Meeker, with a guttural laugh. 
five thousand.’? - 

‘‘Now we’re getting together!’’ exclaimed Hazen, 
“Stand by me and [il 


stand by you, and your secret will be safe with me. 


in a tone of satisfaction. 


There’s my hand on it.” 


The oil magnate held out his hand, but Andy 
Meeker struck it aside. . 

“I’m no friend of your’n,’’ said he; “‘if I do this 
job fer ye it’s ter save my own neck an’ fer nothin’ 
else”? 

“Have it as you please,’’ answered the other, 
coolly. ‘‘You’re in my grip and I can squeeze out 
your miserable life, if I want to. I'll spare you if 
you do this work, and I'll give you tlie money, into 


the bargain. More than that, 711 throw other jobs 


your way——.”’? 
‘*No, ye don’t, 


work fer me after this hyer job is done with. I’ll use 


Hazen. No more o’ yer dirty 
my five thousand ter take me out o’ the country. 
When am I ter hev the money ?”’ 

‘Just as soon as I’m convinced that Tilbury is out 
of the way.”’ 


‘*How am I ter convince ye? Will ye stay around 


yer an’ see the job done?”’ 

‘‘Never! You can take Tuilbury’s seal ring from 
his finger after—after the work is done, and bring it 
to me at the Four-Mile House on Burro Creek to- 
morrow morning at ten o’clock.”’ | 

‘‘What do you want of that ring ?’’ 


**T’ll take the job at 


“Tt used to beleng to Tilbury’s father, and—— 
Well, I want it, and that’s enough.”’ 

‘“Tilbury’s father used to be your pardner in this 
oil business, didn’t he?”’ 

"Yee, * 

‘‘Yeu’ve got some crooked scheme to work, and 
ll bet on it. But I'll bring the ring to you an’ you 
kin make ready ter fork over the five thousand.” 

-Andy Meeker whirled on his heel and passed on 
toward the Spring, keeping his back to Hazen. 

Hazen looked at him for a moment, gave a sneer- 
ing laugh, and then passed out of sett with a quick 
and stealthy step. 

Seating himself on a ‘bowlder near the Spring, 
Andy Meeker took a cigar from his pocket and 
smoked it slowly and thoughtfully. 


Something less than two hours passed and then a 
crunching of the turf at Meeker’s back infermed him 
of the near approach of the man whom he had been 
hired to slay. 

The steps came to a halt and a voice asked: 

‘Ts that you, Mr. Hazen ?’’ 3 | 

‘‘No,’’ replied Meeker, getting up and turning 
“it’s not Hazen ; 


around, it’s—somebody else.” 


The newcomer was a very young man and t peony 


clad. 

He was little more than a boy—in fact, and he had 
a face that was honest and open and of almost a girl- 
ish cast. , | 

“Vour name is Tilbury?’ weut on Meeker. 

‘Ves, Evan Tilbury,’’ answered the youth. 

There was an expression of perplexity on his face, 
and his tone was one of bewilderment. M 

‘‘Where are you staying in Oil City?”’ 

“With Chrisler, a man who used to be in my 
father’s employ.’’ 

‘‘Well, when you go back to Chrisler’s to- night, I 


don’t want you to stir from the house, and not ewen 


to show your face at a window.”’ 
What?” 
Tilbury’s amazement was on the i increase. 
“T was to meet Mr. Hazen here to-night——’ - 


“Ves and it was very foolish of you to come. 
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Hazen is your mortal enemy. If you care to preserve 
your life and win the fortune that is your right, you 
must do asI tell you. Remain at Chrisler’s house 
until you receive word that it is safe for you to go 


out again. Let Chrisler spread the report that he 


doesn’t know anything about you; also, give me that’ 


seal ring on your finger.”’ 
“T will do nothing until I understand more about 
this matter!’ ~ 


“T am trying to befriend you,’™ 
‘But who are you?”’ 


“Tf I ean convince vou that I am all right, will 


you give me the ring and return without delay to 


- Chrisler’s place and remain there as I have said?” 


_—_ 


— ee 


ger and placed it in the other’s hand. 


“But what——”’ 
“No words about it, ibtaun 
Vas, aes 


Andy Meeker fated forward and whispered a few 


Yes or no.” 


words in the ear of Evan Tilbury. 
_ The youth gave a surprised start. 
“Diamond Dick, Jr. ?’? he cried. 
‘“‘Not so loud! You’ve struck it, however, and 
much depends on yourself whether we win out in 
this game.” | | 
~'“Here!’? and Tilbury pulled the ring from his fin- 
“Diamond 
Dick and his pards are my only friends, and if I can’t 
trust them | might as well abandon hope. But can’t 
you tell me more of what is going on?’’ 

‘‘Not a syllable,”’ | 

“Tam to go back to Chrisler’s, lay low there, and 
let him spread the report that I have disappeared ?’” 

‘Ves. 

ary well; it shall be as you say.”’ 


_ Evan Tilbury faced about and made hurriedly off. 


‘Had he known more of that night’s doings he would 


have thanked his lucky stars that Hazen had,selected 
the supposed Andy Meeker, otherwise Phil Luray, for 


_ that deed of blood by the Burning’ Spring. 


CHAPTER II. 
ANDY MEEKER NO. 2. 


It was hardly dawn when old Diamond Dick was 
awakened from asound slumber by a bluff rap on 
the door of his room in the Oil City Hotel. 

‘*Who’s there?’ he called. 

‘* Bertie.’ 

A moment more and the door was thrown open 
aud the young sport, still disguised as Andy Meeker, 
entered .the room, carefully closed the door behind 
him and dropped into a chair. 

‘How goes it, Bertie?’ inquired the veteran, giv- 
ing the young sport a curious glance. 

‘Better than I had any reason to expect.”’ 

“You don’t mean to say that you have found out 
something of importance so soon as this?’’ 

‘‘T have discovered something that is of the utmost 
importance.” 

‘*You’re a—a-—-what Harry sometimes calls you,”’ 
faughed Diamond Dick, ‘‘fernomenon.”’ 


‘‘My good luck happened because of your shrewd 
suggestion that I ix myself up asa tough and take 


the name of Andy Meeker.’’ 


“T thought that would help you out.’’ 

“When you told me to take that name, Diamond 
Dick, did you know that it was the alias of Phil 
Luray, a New Orleans murderer ?’’ 

“Tl did, and I knew that Hazen knew it. A detec- 


tive from. New Orleans called on me in regard to the 


matter, and said that he had also called on Hazen.’’ 


‘And you thought that Hazen would learn of me, 


and that, if he had any crooked work to do, I would 


be the one he would pick out to do it?”’ 
‘“That’s precisely what I thought, Bertie.’ 
“‘And that’s precisely what happeued,’’ returned 


the young sport, his admiration of tle old veteran 
“showing in his face. 


‘You really think jaune Tilbury has got a case:’’ 
inquired Diamond Dick, wrapping a blanket around 
him and seating himself in a chairwithin pile 
distance of the young sport. 

“Supposing that Hazen should lire me te 0 lay for 
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Ev Tilbury at the Burning Spring, knock him on the 
head and push him in? Wouldn’t that look as 
though Tilbury had a case and was being made the 
victim of a plot?”’ 

“Is that what happened ?’’ 

‘SVes,?? 

‘‘And what did you do?’ 

The young sport told of what he had done, of the 
way he had been hired, of taking the seal ring, and 
of the instructions given to Tilbury; also of his 
appointment to meet Hazen at the Four-Mile House. 

The old yeteran listened with a thoughtful air. 

“We're on the right track,’’ said he, with satis- 
faction, 

‘And now that we ate,” said young Diamond 
Dick, ‘*I would like to know more of Ev ‘Tilbury’s 
case.’ | | 

‘Tt will not take long to put you next to that. 
Tilbury’s father, as I think you know, used to bea 
partner of Hazen’s. Tilbury & Hazen, in point of 
fact, formed the company known as the Mesa Hill 
Oil Company and controlled half the wells and 
gushers in this vicinity.’’ | 

‘What became of the elder Tilbury ?”’ 

‘*He died suddenly of heart disease.’’ 

‘Ts that known toa certainty? If Hazen is the 
sort of man he is now showing himself to be, isn’t it 
possible that Tilbury was——”’ 


“No. Tilbury, senior, died a natural death. A doc- 
tor was with him, at the end, and I have talked with 
the doctor. Heart disease runs in the fainily, as Ev 
Tilbury himself says, and the doctor, I am confident, 
is a man to be trusted.”’ 

‘‘Well, where does Ev Tilbury come in?”’ 

‘‘He comes to the scene a month after his father’s 


“demise; comes here from St. Louis to claim. his 
father’s interest in the property of the Mesa Oil 


Company and finds, upon his arrival, that instead ef 


being a wealthy yeunge man, as he had supposed, 


he is a patiper.”’ 
*“How was that?” 
‘Hazen told him he had bought his father out, 


only the day before his death.” 


‘Did Hazen show the deed conveying the elder 
Tilbury’s interest in the property ?”’ 

“He did not, but said: that he would as soon as 
he could get it from the place where it had been left 
for safe keeping.’’ 
1s Ey Tilbury the only relative his father had ?’’ 

The only one, and hence you see the reason whiy 
Hazen wants him put out of the way.’’ | 

“But if Tilbury, senior, really sold ont to Hazen 
there must. have been a large amount of maasy 
changed -hands ?”’ 

“Certainly, but Tilbury 
locate less than #100.,”’ 

‘Flow did Hazen explain that?’’ 

‘He didn’t try to explain it, young Tilbury says. 
Of course, if Hazen could produce a writing froim 
the elder Tilbury conveying the half interest in the 
oil company, Ev Tilbury’s case would have been a 
hard one to fight; but now that you have discovered 
what you have, the whole game is plain.’’ 

“Tt’s a swindle, from start to finish, and this man 
Hazen is a rogue and a killer, and will halt at 
nothing.’’ 

I was down here, 
stopping at this hotel and looking around for an in- 
vestment in oil lands, as you know, when Tilbury, 


“My opinion of him exactly. 


learning I.was in town, came to me, told me his fix 
and asked me to help him. He has offered me a half 
interest in anything I can get out of Hazen. Of 
course, I shall not take the half interest without giv- 
ing the boy an equivalent, and the Mesa Hill prop- 
erty. is one of the best-paying oi] propositions in 
Texas. I saw what an opening this would be for us, 
Bertie, and that is why I sent for you and Harry and 
We will help Tilbury 
recover his interest in the company and then we will 
sell our Ouray railroad and purchase as much of his 
holdings as he desires to sell.” 

The railroad to which tle old veteran had refer- 
ence was the ‘Tough-Nut | and haiarigihisy line, in 


Two-Spot to come down here, 


Arizona. 


“The Dicks had traded a gold mine for the prop- 


erty and had built up the line from a one horse, out- 


has only been able to. 


- 
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law-ridden, poor-paying affair into one of the. finest 
railroad propositions in the country. 

Both the old veteran and the young sport had a 
sentimental feeling for the road, and the matter of 
disposing of it was distasteful to both of them. 

But they had received many offers from a> great 
trans-continental line, and the last offer was such a 
good one that the old veteran did not feel that bey 
should turn it down. | 

“We're to give up the railroad business for the oil 
gbusiness, are we?’ the young sport asked. . 

‘‘T think it would be as well.” 

“What does Handsome Harry think about it?” 

‘*He is favorably disposed. ‘Since the Tough-Nut 
and Pick-Me-Up right of way has been cleared of 
trouble-breeders and plug-uglies the old Serpent’s 
one worry has been the neeessary drop in the excite- 
which is yound to follow. Any 
change, Harry thinks, will be for the better. ”’ 


ment market, 


“Then I’m with you, Diamond Dick, and we’ll 

bid good-by to railroading and enter the oil fields.” 
- “And a better chance to enter the oil fields will 
never be afforded us than right here and now. We 
have already got the whip-hand of this business of 
young Tilbury’s, and cannot only help him out, but 
help ourselves at the same time.’’ 

‘‘What is the next thing to be done?’’ , 

‘You have a pull with Hazen which is too good to 
let slip. Take the ring and go to the Four-Mile 
House with it, just as Hazen planned. Find out 
what Hazen wants to do with the ting. He wants it 
for a purpose, there’s no doubt.”’ | 

‘That is as I had aE RY planned, Diamond 
Dick.’ 


“Vou will have a dangerous mission, aud I would 


go with you if I did not think it best to remain here 


and keep an eye on matters in town. As it is, Harry 
and T'wo-Spot will go with you.”’ 
“Not with me. That would give the snap away.”? 


“They'll follow you aud be at the Fout-Mile 


House along about ten o'clock.” 
‘*T think I can take care of myself.”’ 
“So do I, but it is well to guard against surprises. ”’ 





The young sport got up and stepped to the door. 

“I’ve got to get away from this hang-out and take 
horse eg Burro Creek. You will hear from me again, 
soon. | 

“Have you had breakfast?’ 

*“VYes; crackers and cheese at a store down the 
street.”’ . 

Bertie waved his hand to the old veteran and then 
let himself out of the room, and left the hotel by a 
rear entrance. 


At a stable back of the hotel he made arrange- 
ments for a horse, but not without a good deal of 
talk. 


The young sport had got himself up as a suspicious 
character and so well had he succeeded in this that 
the keeper of the livery barn was loath to hire him a 
mount. 


When terms were finally agreed upon, Diamond 
Dick, Jr., had te put up nearly all that the horse and 
its accoutrements were worth. ‘This sum was in the 
nature of a deposit to be forfeited in case the stable- 


man’s property was not returned. 

With a good horse under him, and with two loaded 
revolvers concealed about his clothes, young Diamond 
Dick took the trail to the Four-Mile, House with a 
light heart and in a confident frame of mind. 

A success of which he had not even dreanied had 
attended him thus far in his perilous work. 

The old veteran, after hearing Evan Tilbury’s story 
and summoning the young sport from Ouray, had 
cast about in his mind for seme means of satisfying 
himself as to whether young Tilbury’s father had 
really sold out his share in the oil business before his 
death, as represented by Hazen, or whether Hazen 
was trying te work a snap game and freeze out ‘Til. 
bury, junior. | 

The means which Diamond Dick finally decided 
upon was to have Bertie disguise himself as» Andy 


Meeker and obtain employment at the big “‘gusher’’ 


belonging to the Mesa Oil Company. 


The young sport’s application for work had been - 


made direct to Hazen himself, and thus the oil man 
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had been made cognizant of the fact that he had a 


_; supposedly shady character in his employment. 


_ Of course, as the reader las discovered, Bertie was 


in the dark as to the personality of the man whose — 


alias Diamond Dick had told him to take, and was 


not a little surprised at the quickness with which he 


had been hired by Hazen, and another surprise came 


in the shape of the note from his employer asking for 
an interview at the Burning Spring. 


As Bertie galloped along the trail that led to Burro 
Creek he turned all these things over in his mind 
and came to the conclusion that Hazen was pretty 
close to the end of his rope. 


A mile out of Oil City the young sport overliauled 
a hard-looking citizen toting a belt full of guns, 
mounted on a well put-up broncho and proceeding 
in his directiori. 

As one crook and ruffian instinctively knows and 
recognizes another, so this individual with the arsenal 
about his waist knew and, as he thought, recognized 


_ Bertie. 


““Howdy,’’ said the man. 

“Howdy yerself,’’ replied Diamond Dick, Jr. 

‘“As ye seem ter be goin’ my way, mebby ve’d like 
ter be sociable an’ travel in comp’ny ?”’ 
“Shore thing,’’? and the young sport drew down to 
a slower pace to accommodate the stranger’s broncho 
which had seen hard work and was much jaded. © 

‘“‘How fur ye goin’ ?’’ inquired the stranger. 

**Four-Mile House.’’ 


‘“Thet’s right inter my own hand. .What’s the 


- chances fer graft in these hyer parts?” 


‘‘Who you torkin’ to?’’ Bertie retorted, bristling 


up. 


“Now, don’t go an’. fly off’n the handle,’’ said the 
“Tl know blame well how 


you stack up. You’ve got the proper brand, an’ I’m 


askin’ ye a civil question. Is thar a decent graft 


- around hyer thet a feller could lay hand to?’’.. 


‘“Afore I let out too much I’d like ter git next ter 
yer handle.’’ | 
‘‘Handle is it?’’ returned the stranger. ‘‘Wall, ye 


kin call me Andy. Meeker.” 


“Diamond Dick, Jr., came within an ace of tum- 
bling out of his saddle, but caught himself up with a 
Jem.) a" 

“Where from? he asked. 

“New Orleans.”’ , | , 

“What ye goin’ out ter the Four-Mile House 
fer??? Bertie weit on. 


: 


‘‘Fer several reasons. Fust-off, it’s shore a good 
place ter hang out while waitin’ fer some graft ter 
show itself. Gig Jarvis runs the place, an’ | useter 
know. Gig back in Louisany. In the second place, 
I didn’t know but I’d tackle ole Hazen fer a job, an’ 
some o’ his men at the big gusher told me he was 
goin’ ter be out lookin’ fer oil-land this mornin’ an’ 
might be rounded up at the Four-Mile House.”’ 

If this man, who was the real Andy Meeker, other- 
wise Phil Luray, ever went to Hazen, and gave his 
alias, the young sport knew there’d be trouble, It 
would be a case of too many Meekers, and something 


would lave to drop. 


‘‘See hyer, pudner,’’ said Bertie, ‘*I don’t want 


ter advise ye much, but don’t go near ole’ Hazen an? 
tell him ye’re Andy Meeker.”’ : 

“Why not?” 
“Waal, he might ask ye if ye didn’t know Phil 
Luray, an’ ef ye hadn’t had somethin’ ter do with 
thet little bizness in New Orleans—easy with that 


gun! Put it down! D’ye hear? I’ve got my hand in - 


my cpat pocket, and am kiverin’ ye with a shooter.” 

Andy Meeker had shown signs of restlessness the 
instant Bertie had mentioned the name of Phil Luray; 
and when the young sport had spoken of that “‘little 
bizness in New Orleans’? Meeker had let off an oath 
and jerked at a gun. : 

But young Diamond Dick’s right hand was alread 
in his jacket pocket, and the pocket showed sus- 
picious bulk which went far to prove what he said 
about having a revolver there. 

“I reckon I’m a, heap too Goapiaiantaltiee. 2 said 


Meeker, with loud. laugh, withdrawing his hand , 


from his shooter. 
was Phil Luray?’ 


“Thar was a detective in town, a spell ago, an’ he 


‘Whar did ye git the idee thet I 
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claimed thet Phil Luray was some’rs in the oil coun- 
try, sailin’ under the name of Andy Meeker.”’ 

Another oath fell from the outlaw’s lips. » 

“Thet’s why,’ the young sport calmly proceeded, 
‘Pm advisin’ ye not ter go ter Hazen an’ tell him 
yer nanie’s Meeker.”’ 

‘Who the devil are you?’ ground out Meeker. 

‘Oh, I’m jest one o’ the boys,’’ Bertie® answered, 
indefinitely. | 

CA sleuth, er somethin’ like thet?”’ 

**Not on yer life.”’ 

“Waal, don’t ye know too much. Thet’s my ad- 
vice ter you in exchange fer the advice ye’ve give ter 
mes? 

Bertie’s confidence in the ultimate success of his 
work at the Four-Mile House was waning considera- 
bly. 

Andy Meeker, the vea/ outlaw who bore the alias, 
was an obstacle which must be put ont of the way, 

About the handiest way ‘to remove ‘him, according 
to Bertie’s idea, was to piace him under arrest and 
land him in the Oil City lock-up. 


Rising in his stirrups but still keeping his right ° 


hand in his jacket pocket, Diamond Dick, Jr., cast a 
hurried glance backward along the trail. 

Harry and Two-Spot were not yet in sight. 

**Tookin’ fer trouble back thar?’ inquired Meeker. 

“Tm allers expectin’ trouble so’s I won’t be took 
off’n my guard when it strikes me,’’ replied Bertie. 

**’Thet’s sensible. ’’ | 

For a few moments the two horsemen rode on in 
silence, each furtively eying the other. 

The young sport had made up his mind that he 
must capture Meeker single-handed, tie him up, gag 
‘him, and leave him in some secluded place’ while 
prosecuting his work at the Four-Mile House. | 

How to do this with Meekerin his present suspi- 
cious frame of mind was a conundrum. | 

Half a mile ahead was the timber which lined the 
banks of Burro Creek. | 
~~ At that point the trail turned and followed down 
the creek until the Four-Mile House was reached. 
Somewhere in that timber, as Bertie decided it, 


Andy Meeker must be left—the exigencies of the 
case demanded it. 


Quick: and perilous work would be necessary, but 
Diamond Dick, Jr., was equal to that. . 
_ Just as they eritered the timber the young sport 
would have given much could he have turned and 
looked belhind him in a final attempt to locate Hand- 
some Harry and T'wo-Spot Peters. 


But, at the present juncture, such a move would 
not answer. The outlaw was too keenly alert for 
trouble. Had Bertie again deflected his attention to 
the rear, Meeker would probably have considered it 
ample cause and a good opportunity for opening 
hostilities. : 

Still covertly watching each other, they entered 
the timber and swerved to the right, the waters of 


Burro Creek flowing on the left of them. 


Bertie was just nerving himself for rapid and dan-. 


gerous work when Meeker gave vent to a whistle. 

The answer to this signal was a sound of galloping 
from up and down tlie trail, both sounds converging 
toward the point where Meeker and Bertie found 
themselves at that identical moment. 

In a twinkling, Bertie brought out the revolver 
which his right hand had been grasping in lis jacket 
pocket and leveled the weapon at Mecker’s breast. 

‘The outlaw made no move to draw a gun, but sat 
passively in his saddle, his horse at a halt. 

“What d’ye mean by givin’: thet signal?’’ de- 
manded Bertie. 

“JT inean thet yer goose is cooked, Mister Detec- 
tive,’? answered Meeker. “Tm too o!d a buck ter let 


ye do ine a turn, Keerful how 


an’ don’t ye fergit it. 
ve finger thet trigger! My men air comin’ from both 
ways an’ drawin’ a pair o’ beads on ye. "When you 
met up with me I shore thort ye’d make a good ’un 
fer the gang I’m organizin’—but I know ye now fer 
what ye air. . Keep yer guns on lim, boys. He’sa 
sleuth, an’, afore we’re done with him we'll give lim 


a swiin 11) Burro Creek with his hands an’ feet tied.’’ 
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CHAPTER III. 
THE FOUR-MILE HOUSE. 
Bertie’s usefulness, at that moment, seemed on 


the point of being somewhat impaired. 
To right and left of lim a couple of burly villains, 


whose shooters were in line with him to a hair, had 


drawn quick rein. 

The odds were now three to one and little less 
than hopeless. 

‘*This cove looks crooked enough, Andy,’’ spoke 
up one of the new arrivals. 

‘“He sartinly looks as though he had done time,”’ 
avetred tle other. 

“1m all right,’’ declared Bertie, ‘‘but I was givin’ 
Andy a little advice an’ he didn’t like it.”’ 


‘“He knows so much,’’ said Andy Meeker, 
he’s got ter be settled fer. His light’s got ter be 
' snuffed, an’ purty Jrozfo, at thet.”’ 

“Dye mean thet ye’re reely gain’ ter do fer me?’’ 
queried the young sport. 

‘ST het’s what I mean.”’ 

it was a desperate pass for Diamond Dick, Jr.—a 
matter to be dealt with prowptly, if at all. 

Meeker, confident that the guns of his two fol- 


‘lowers would be suificient to overawe the young 

sport, had not seen fit to draw his own weapons. 
“When I left vou fellers hyer, an’ rode inter Oi] 

City, 


ridin’ 


" Meeker went on, “I didn’t opine: I’d come 
back wrtl a cetective, but——.’’ 
Just then Diamond Dick, Jr., 


caused 


made a move whicl: 
the outlaw to break off his remark with ex- 
treme suddenness. 

Lertie did not shoot; on the contrary, he dropped 
his gun and threw himself upon. Mecker, bearing 
him out of his saddle and into the ‘road. 

The outlaw struggled aud swore, for the unex- 


pected attack had caught him unawares. 


“Shoot him !’’ shouted Meeker. 


Consarn ye, what ve waitin’ fer?’’ > 


‘'Give it to him! 


But the two men dared not use their weapons for 
fear of shootiug their leader. | 
Meeker and Bertie were twisted together aud roll- 


‘thet 


ing over and over in the trail, making the poorest 
kind of a target. | | 

This was exactly what young Diamond Dick had 
counted upon when he executed his attack. 

The other two outlaws flung themselves down from 
their horses dnd sprang te get at closer quarters with 
the young sport; but, before they could do anything, 
another diversion was caused. 

‘‘Gle-ory to snakes an’ one-sided set-tos!’’ bawled 
a voice from up the trail. ‘‘A row on aj’ me not in 
it? A diffikilty pannin’ out right under my eyes an’ 
the ole Sarpint holdin’ his hands an’ loungin’ around 
on the ragged aidge? Not ef I know myself!” 

‘“It’s three to one, Harry!’’ cried another voice,- 
of shriller timber. ‘‘Crimp the duffers!’’ 
Handsome Harry and Two-Spot! Bertie’s heart 
leaped at the sound of their voices. They had hap- 


pened along and right in. the very nick. 

“This way, old pard!’’ shouted Bertie. ‘‘Capture 
both of those men—I’]l take care of this one.» 

“Why, durn my buttons ef it ain’t the son of his_ 
dad! Whicop-ya! Wake up, snakes, au’ sing ditties! 
Bunclr yerselves, varmints, an’ spill pizen!”’ 

“Get next, get next!’’ cried T'wo-Spot. 

And in less than a minute they were both of them 
‘next?’ and in the best mauner possible. 

One of the outlaws puiled a trigger and tanned 
Handsome Harry’s face with a slug from a forty-five 
aud. Harry returned the coimplinient. by a sledge- 
hamuner blow with iis right. 

Down went the outlaw, his wits wool gathering. 

The 
kid; but T'wo-Spot anticipated his shot with a bullet 


second man drew a bead on the New York 


that wounded him in the foot and the man lurched 
forward so that the lead from his revolver plowed 
into the grotud. | 

The wounded outlaw had more than enough, and 
le hurled his revolver from him, hopped to his horse, . 
inounted. and was away. | 

‘Stop that man at all hazards!’ cried Battie. 

“Tl. put’ the kibosh 
Bowery -hoy, turning to the horse and executing a 


on him!’ ‘answered. the 


flying leap for the saddle. 
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“Don’t let the horses get away, Harry,’’ Bertie 
went on; ‘‘I’ve got this fellow.’’ 

The Serpent of Siskiyou had four frightened 
horses to attend to, and he began gathering them in, 
Keeping a watchful eye on the young sport and his 
antagonist the while to be ready to take a hand him- 
self in case it was necéssary. 

But it was not necessary. 


Diamond Dick, Jr., was of smaller build than 
Meeker, but he was more wiry, had more science and 
was fully as strong. 


As soon as Harry and Mwo-Spot arrived, aud Ber- 
tie had nothing to fear from the weapons of tlre other 
two outlaws, he began exerting himself to, ‘obtain 
the mastery.. 


~ One of Meeker’s revolvers had slipped out of his 
belt, but the other he succeeded in drawing. He tried 
to use the weapon and might have done so with fatal 
effect had not young Diamond Dick snatched it from 
. his hand at the critical moment. 

Tearing himself loose, Bertie jumped’ erect and 
took aim at Meeker, who was getting up. — 

“Down with you!’ commanded Bertie. ‘Down 


with you, Meeker—flat on your face, arins behind 
your back!’ 


d 


‘‘Who in the fiend’s name are ye?’ panted the 
outlaw. 

‘Diamond Dick, Jr. !" 

“‘Thunderin’ blazes! I might hev knowed——’’ 

“Are you going: to get down ?’’ 

“Sure l? 

Instantly the out! aw eran himself we the 
ground. | | 


“T1) hold the horses while you tie him, Harry,’’ 
said Bertie. 


“Keo, pardy,”’ Lasse the old Serpent 


| Giving the bridle reins of the four horses into his 
little pard’s hands, Handsome Harry removed.a riata 
“cnn: one of the saddles and cut off a-suitable length. 


“One section of rope will do,’ observed the young 
sport. ‘‘Fasten his hands behind him and then we'll 
make him mount his horse. He aud his man over 
there have got to be taken to the Oil City lock-up 
and you'll have te take ‘them. We'll rope beth of 
’emt to their horses.’’ 

In ten minutes Harry had’ both the men on Itorse- 
back, hands fastened at their backs and feet seeured 
by ropes which passed under the saddle cinches. 
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Their two horses also were made: fast te the Cali- 
fornian’s. 

‘“What hev these ombrays got ter do with thet Oil 
City business, son?’ queried Handsome Harry. 

‘Not wuch; but if I had allowed them any rope, 
the leader, there, would have given me a run for wy 
auburn chip.” 

' And Bertie explained who the leader was and what 
he had intended doing at the Four-Mile House. 

It took the youug sport same time to unbosom | 
himself to the old Serpent, and, up te the time he 
had finished, the New York kid had not returned... 


‘What d’ye reckon has happened ter tlie kid?” 3 
queried Farry, in an auxious tone. 

“Nothing,’’ said Bertie, ‘‘and I don’t think we 
need to worry over him. -He’s abundantly able to’ 
take care of himself. I told» him. to capture the 
wounded outlaw at all hazards, and he'll follow until 
he gets him. It’s almost ten o’clock,’’ the young 
sport added, casting a calculating look at the sun, 
“and I’m due at the Four-Mile House. I shall have 
to hit the trail and I would advise you, old pard, 
to waste no time in getting these two gun-fanners 
behind the bars. I’m going in the direction taken 
by Two-Spot and perhaps I may see him.’’ 

‘Arter I land these varmints in the lock-up, what. 


then?’’ Harry asked, swinging himself into the 

saddle. | . | 
“Diainond Dick will tell you what to do, after 

that.”’ | 


“But Dick said ye’d need some ’un around, Ber- 
tie, when ye went ter thet Four-Mile House.’’ 


“‘Tinay, but you can do me more good by putting 
Meeker in the Oil City lock-up where he can’t inter- 
fere witli my plans.” 


“What ye say goes, sou,’? and the old dionant 
rode off with his two prisoners~-Meeker marveling | 
over the sudden change in his fortunes and the 
other man failing to marvel at all as his brain had 
not yet recovered from the yolt it had received from 
tlre Califernian’s fist. 

As Bertie preceeded on his way, he congratulated — 
himself on the good Juck which had attended Mis 
efforts in getting Meeker out of his path. — | 

All the way to the Four-Mile House he kept a 
sharp lookottt for some sign ‘ef the wounded outlaw, 
or Two-Spet, but le saw nothing of either. 

When he fled’ the wounded outlaw had taken the: 
trail that led toward thé Four-Mile Houses in order 
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to effect his escape, hhowever, he might have deemed 
it best to leave tlie road. 


Although he disliked to carry out the rest of his 
plans until assured that the New York kid was safe, 
yet there was nothing else for the young sport to 
do ii he was to meet Hazen as per the appointment 
made near the Burning Spring. 

Fifteen minutes after leaving Handsome Harry, 
Diamond Dick, Jr., came within sight of the Four- 
Mile House. 

It was a two-story structure constructed of boards 


which had been whip-sawed from trees cut along the 


creek, | | 

As the boards had been. nailed to the framework 
while green, they had shrunk in time and great 
cracks were left in the walls. 

Gig Jarvis, the proprietor of the place, had mar- 
ried a Mexican woman, and this fact alone brouglit 
the thirsty Mexicans by the flock to the Four-Mile 
House. 


Besides the Greaser patronage, there was much to 
be counted upon from cattlemen, from travelers, and 
from border ruffians who felt free to drop in on Gig 
Jarvis whenever they pleased. 


Jarvis had none too good a record, but no particu- 
larly overt act had ever been laid at his door, and con- 
sequently the authorities could not bother him. 


When Bertie rode up to the place and hitched his 
horse at one of the many posts in front of the door, 
everything was particularly quiet without and 
within. | 

No other horses were hitched in front, but around 
toward the barn there was a buckboard which might 
have ween the vehicle which had brought Hazen— 
that is, if Hazen was on hand according to agree- 
ment. : 


Entering the front door, Diamond Dick, Jr., found 
himself in a small room which had a sanded ficor and 


‘ a bar running along one side. . 


A imiddle-aged and rather comely woman sat at a 
table engaged at needlework. . 

She was a Mexicana, as Bertie could tell ata 
glance. 

‘What do you want, senor?’’ she asked, flashing a 
look at him out of her hard, .sloe-black. eyes. 

‘“‘T want to see a mau named Hazen,’’ replied Ber- 
tie. ‘‘Kin ye tell me ef he’s around ?’’.|. 


The woman -nodded, bestowed a sharply-curious. 


glance upon the young sport and then pointed toa 
rear door. 

‘‘Upstairs, senor,’’? said she, returning to her 
werk; ‘‘first door at the top.’ 


When Bertie had the door between him and the 
woman he felt to see whether his weapons were 
handy and then made the ascent of the narrow stairs 
before him. 

At the top of the fight, there was a corridor and a 
door. 

He knocked. 

‘““Who is it??? came the voice of Hazen. 

‘‘Andy Meeker,”’ replied Bertie. 

‘‘Come in, Meeker.’’ 

Young Diamond Dick passed into bhi room and 
found Hazen with lis coat off seated at a table by 
the window. 

Upon the table were pen, ink, a pad of paper, a 
stick of red sealing wax and a small kerosene laimp. 

“What luck?’ asked Hazen, stopping his writing 
to put the question. 

‘*Fust class,’’ said Bertie. 

‘You killed young Tilbury ?”? 

‘‘T put him out:o’ the way.’? 

‘‘And you got the ring??? 

‘Shore. ”? | 

**Let me see it.’? 

Young Diamond Dick took the ring from his 
pocket and crossed the room to hand it to Hazen. 


‘‘Good enough!’ cried. Hazen, in a voice of in- 
tense satisfaction. ‘‘That ring was all I needed. 
This is what I’m going to do with it.” 

Removing the chimney from the lamp, Hazen 
struck a match and lighted the wick. 


He did not replace the chimney, but teok up the 
stick of sealing wax, heated it ih the flame and. 
dropped a splotch upon the paper which lay before 
him on. the table; then, moistening the surface of 
the ring with his tongue, he pressed the engraved 
gold dewn upon the wax. 

‘As good a seal as old Tilbury himself could 
have, made,’’ said Hazen, with a grim chuckle. 
‘This quit-claim deed is a little late in materializing, 


but I have fixed the date, and copied Tilbury’s | 


hand in the signature so as to defy detection, and Pu 
gamble on it. Pick up that pen and sign here asa 
witness, Meeker.’’ 


‘*But lookey: here once,’’ cried Diaacad Dick, jr.,. 
‘‘whar does my five thousand come in?”’ f 


_ light of day sometime yesterday. 
‘idea that I’m fool enough to hand out five thousand 
for what you’ve done, you’re away off your base. I'm 


‘What?’? cried Hazen; ‘‘beginning to worry 
about your money already, Meeker? Don’t fret— 
you'll get it. Sign on that blank line as a witness.’’ 

Before the young sport signed he glanced the docu- 
mient over. He had but a brief period in which to 


scan the writing, but he tnade out that the paper 
was supposed to convey the Tilbury interest in the 


Mesa Hill Oil Company to Hazen. * 


Hazen watched the young sport's face, but it would 
have beer better for the oil man if he lad watched 


his haud and paid attention to what the hand wrote. 


The young sport did not sign his assuined naine of 
Meeker, but boldly wrote zs veal Apesenecten ete 
mond Lick,’ Jr.” 

The writing finished; Hazen folded the documént 
and slipped it into his pocket. 

‘Sit down over there, Meeker,”’ 


said he, ‘‘and V1 


‘give you the money in a few moments.”’ 


The partition at one side of the room was made of 
canvas, and when Hazen asked’ Diamond Dick, Jr., 
to take a seat, he pointed to a chair'that Stood close 
to the canvas wall. 

Bettie walked over to tlie chait, dropped into it 
and waited while Hazen took out a long pocketbook 
and went through the motions of counting over some 
bills. 

“Oh, bush!’ he exclaimed, finally, and folded up 
the pocketbook and replaced it in his pocket. 

Getting up, he walked over to where the young 
sport was sitting. 

“From the way you act, Andy Meeker,’’ said 
Hazen, ‘‘any one would think that you first saw the 
If you've got an 


done with you for good, my man——”’ 


‘Don’t juinp at a conclusion, Hazen,’’ said Dia- 
inond Dick, Jr., dryly. ‘‘Remember Davy Crockett’s 
motto, ‘Be sure you are right and then go ahead.’ I 
wasn’t born just when you think I was, and right 


here is where you’re going to find it out.” 


Bertie’s whole manner had changed. 


He was no longer the slouching, swaggering Andy | 


Meeker, anid he had no longer the hoarse dialect of 
the frontier. 


Rising frem the chair, he leoked the sstounded oil 


‘manipulator squarely in the eyes, 


Now that young Diamond Dick had found out 
that Hazen wanted the seal ring which had belonged 
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to Tilbury’s father simply to use in sealing a docu- 
ment to which the elder Tilbury’s name was forged, 
Hazen’s entire gaine was disclosed, and there was no 
longer any use of secrecy. | 

“Who—who—are you?’ faltered the oil man, 
white to the lips and a glassy stare coming into his 
eyes. , 

‘*1!m Bertie Wade, otherwise Diamond Dick, Jr.,’’ 
replied the young sport. ‘‘I was the one you hired to 
knock young Tilbury on the head and throw him 
into the Burning Spring, aud I’m the one who just 
witnessed that forged document in your possession. 
‘There is only one way you can square yourself, and 
that’s by giving Ev Tilbury the interest in the Mesa 
Hill Oil Company to which he is justly entitled. 
You have tried to play a desperate game, Hazen, but 
you have overreached yourself. We will be easy 
with you if you will treat yOuNE Tilbury fairly - 
and———’"? 

‘Never!’ roared Hazen. 

As in a- flash, the villainous oi] man seemed to 
collect himself for a desperate deed. A moment 
more and he had’ hurled himself upon the young 
sport and borne him backward against the swaying 
canvas partition. | 

The young sport was not at all alarmed by this 
attack. Wrenchiug his right hand free of the flabby 
hold which Hazen had upon it, he doubled the fist 
and knocked his enemy backward. 3 

But eveu as he did so there was a sudden outwatd 
bulging of the canvas wall behiny the young sport’s 
head and he was struck a terrific blow by an unseen 
foe who had been lying in wait. 

Bertie’s brain reeled, and he staggered and threw 
out his hands to catch hold ‘of meee “ steady 
himself. 

Then once more that hidden hand landed a blow 
and Diamond Dick, Jr., pitched forward and lay at 
full length on the floor. | Pi 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE BOWSTRING. 


Diamond Dick, Jr.; struggled -back ite conscious- 


ness after a period which might have been hours in 


duration, or only minutes. He had no ineans of 
judging of the flight of time. 

He was lying in a small room on a cot, bound hand 
and foot, 
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This room had the same canvas partition walls that 
the other room had had. 

Aside from the cot there was a chair in the room, 
and there was also one window to adimit daylight. 

In the chair, neat the head of the cot, a Chinaman 
was sitting. | 

He was uot of the selisaey run of Chinamen, and 
was at least six feet in height and déveloped other 
Ways in proportion. 

He must have come from the north of China, the 
home of the Boxers, ftom which but few of the na- 
tives ever niigrate. | 


The Celestial wore a mustache, thin, and drooping 
far down on either side of his mouth; aad his pig- 
tail, as he sat, fell to the floor and coiled there, and 
was, as the young sport languidly figured it, about as 
long as its wearer. 


The Chink’s face was extremely yellow and ill- 
favored, and his slanting eyes were full of guile aud 
viciousness, 

His gaze was bent downward upon the cracks of 
the floor and he seemed to be,doing something with 
his leng, talon-like hands—aimlessly twisting and 
intertwining his skinny fingers as Bertie finally made 
out. 
It was some time before the Chinanian discovered 
that the prisoner had. recovered his senses, and when 
he did make the discovery he braced up in his chair 
with a demoniacal grin and reached for the end of his 
queue and brought the hairy rope around in front 
of him so that it rested on his lap. | 

“Who hit me from belind?’’ inquired the young 
sport. 

‘““No savvy,’ answered the Chink. 

‘*Where is Hazen ?’’ 

‘No savvy Hazen.?? 

‘*FHow long atti Ito be kept here?”’ 

‘*Me fixee you chop-chop.”’ 

‘Flow ?”’ 


The Chinaman lifted the queue and gaveita sig-- 


nificant shake. | 

Bertie did not understand what the gesture meant, 
but he succeeded in realizing, in spite of his aching 
head, that he was in a pretty tight corner. 


He was about to* continue his questioning of the 
Chinaman when the hall doer opened and two men 
caine in. 

‘The first uian was short and thick-set, and had a 
belt with revolvers buckled about his waist. 


The second man had a foot bandaged and stumped 
timpingly along with a cane. | 

A glance at the face of the second man proved to 
the young sport that he was the outlaw who had 
escaped during the set-to on the trail; and after whom 
the New Vork kid had raced. | 
- The outlaw had got away, had owGaMad: to reach 
the Four-Mile House, and what had peroine of T'wo- 
Spot? 

This question flashed through young Diamond 
Dick’s mind and brought with it a good deal of 
worry. He was fearful that the Bowery boy had 
gotten himself into trouble. 


The Chinanian got up and pushed have from the 
cot, and the two newcomers passed to the young 
sport’s side and looked down at his. 

‘‘He’s the feller, Jarvis,”’ said the outlaw. 

‘*Sure of it, Bill?’ 

‘*Kain’t be mistook, nohow.”’ 

“T thort he was kindér throwin’ it inter Hazen 
when he said he was, Diamond Dick, Jr., but I reckon 
ef he’s the feller thet put up thet game fight on the 
trail thar ain’t no doubt about it.”’ 


“Vou bet thar ain’t no doubt about it. I don’t 


- know of anybody but one o’ the Dicks who’d put up 


a fight ag’inst three of us, like he done. We’d hev 
done him up ef some friends o’ his hadn’t. kim 
erlong.”’ 

‘An’ Anty erd Kemp was eh i 

‘“Thet’s the size ef it.”’ 

“Then they settles it. When Hazen offered me 
five hundred ter have San Wah use the bowstring on 
him, I kinder held off, kase. Hazen’s bizness ain’t 
none o? mine; but now thet I know how he’s played 
hob with Andy an’ Kemp, I’d_ jest. as soon bev the 


- bowstring used on him as not.”’ 


Diamond Dick, Jr., as soon as he had satisfied 
himself of-the identity of the outlaw, had. closed his 
eyes. | 

Jarvis and Bill, thinking him still. unconscious, 


had not hesitated to talk, and what Bertie heard 


gave him a pretty fair idea of the situation. 

‘‘4s soon as we git out o’ here, San Wah,’’ Jarvis 
went on, speaking te the Chinaman, ‘‘vou can get in 
your work.”’ 

‘f Allee light,’ auswered the Chink. : 

‘Thereupon the two white men would have left the 
room had. not the young oe eae his eyes and 
spoken. ith? 
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‘Wait a little, you fellows.’’ 

“Ah, hal? cried Jarvis. ‘‘What the blazes did ye 
git back ver senses fer? It would have been better 
fer ye ef ye’d taken yer jump inter kingdom come 
while out o’ yer head.’’ | 

“IT think Dll postpone that jump into kingdom 
come.’ 

“T don’t think ye will. It’s booked ter happen in 
erbout three minits an’ it’l] be pulled off accordin’ 
ter programme.”’ | 

‘The date will have to be canceled, Jarvis.”’ 

‘*Ve’re torkin’ through yer hat. It ain’t goin’ ter 
be as you say, but as I want it.’’ 


“Took here,’’ returned Bertie, who was disposed 
to argue the point since there was no other way open, 
“the authorities would like to get a whack at yon, 
Jarvis, and if you do me up it will be a job for which 
they can swing you.”’ 

‘They won’t know anything about it,’? answered 
Jarvis. ‘‘Ye kain’t make me shy at this, young fel- 
ler. JI ain’t doin’ this on Hazen’s account, though, 
don’t think thet fer a minit. .Ef you hadn’t captered 
Andy Meeker I might hev held off from the killin’ 
_ job. But it’s no good fer ye ter tork now. My mind 
is made up.’’ | 

‘“Thet’s the stuff,’? growled Bill, with. a black 
look. ‘‘What’s the use in ringin’ in the Chink on 
this deal? He an’ his bowstring, as ye call it, may 
be all right, but P’1l] gamble thet I can do the work 
with my bowie in half the time.’? 


Ve might be able ter do it in half the time, Bill,”’ 

answered jarvis, ‘“but ve couldn’t doso artistic a job. 
When San Wah gits threugh thar won’t be no blood 
- ner anythin’ else ter show wliat was done. He’s a 
crackerjack at thet kind o’ thing—used. ter do it in 
his own country fer the emperor.. Come on!” 

The two. men started from the room, but Jarvis 
halted at the threshold and made a suggestive sign 
to San Wah. 

The latter nodded to show that he understood, and 
the proprietor of the Four-Mile House and the out- 
law passed-into the hall. 

The instant the door was closed, San Wah became 
as quick in his movemeuts as a cat. 

He kicked off his sandals and pushed up his baggy 
silk sleeves to his elbows; then he laid hold of his 
queue and stepped noiselessly to the cot. 

Every moment of the time he had been talking, 
Diamond Dick, Jr., had been straining at the rope 


DIAMOND DICK, JR.—THE BOYS’ BEST WEEKLY. 


which bound his wrists, hoping against hope that 
he might be able to wrench his hands free and thus 
have it in his power to do something for his own 
protection, 

This hope proved vain, however. 

He had been most securely tied and his bonds 
would not give the fraction of an inch. 

He was completely at the mercy of the Chinaman, 
and all struggling was useless. 

With a quick, deft movement, San Wah lifted the 


head of his intended victim and looped his long pig- 


tail about his throat; thei, catching the makeshift 
bowstring in either hand, he dropped a knee on Dia- 
mond Dick, Jr.’s breast and began to exert a steady 
but persistent pressure, 

The young spert felt the coil tighten about his 
neck and knew that it would be only a few moments 
before he would be choked and unable te make a 
sound. In order te make the most of his voice while 
le was yet able to speak, he let off a loud cry for help, 
and continued it until the pressure of the queue set 
him te gasping for breath. 

At just the mement when Diamond Dick, Jr., felt 
that his end was at hand, he saw the canvas wall op- 
posite part away in a long rent and through this slit 
the face of the New York kid presently emerged. 

Two-Spot was’but a moment -in taking in the 
situation, and sprang noiselessly into the room, 
revolver in one hand and knife in the other. 

Tossing the revolver into the air, the boy caught 
it by the muzzle, and the next instant he had struck 
the Chinaman a stunning blow on the back of the 
head. . 


CHAPTER V. 
TWO-SPOT STARS HIMSELF. 


There were several things about the New York kid 
which made him a favorite of the Diamond Dicks, 
but the principal item in the list was this: No mat- 
ter what happened to him he never lost his head. He 
was perfectly cool in every situation, and was never 
so clever in expedients as when forced into a corner. 

It had worked him up a good deal to have the out- 
law get away from him, and the fellow would nat 
have got away if Two-Spot had not been considerate 
enough to shoot him in the foot instead of in some 
more vital place. | } 

The New York kid wanted to make the outlaw a 
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ptisoner and not to take him with his ‘boots on, 
as the saying is. 

Failing in this, he was only too eager to leap into 
his saddle and chase after the man. 

Owing to the fact that the outlaw had a / much 
faster horse than Two- Spot s the chase did not turn 
out to be a success. 

Nevertheless, the New York kid continued to fol- 
low the gun fanuer, although the latter steadily in- 
creased his lead. | 

It was not long before the outlaw concluded that it 
would be best to turn from the road, and did so. 


The chase was now through the timber, and, to 
Two-Spot’s intense satisfaction, he appeared to be 
gaining upon the man in front. | 

Pushing steadily on he at last caine upon the horse 
which the gun fanner had. ridden, loping easily 
along, but with an empty saddle. 

“Wouldn’t that upper-cut. you?” thought Two- 
Spot. ‘‘The geezer. slid out of his saddle and left me 
to peg aloug on the trail of. the bronk! I'ma loo, 
and no inistake.”’ 


Gathering in the horse, Two-Spot returned to the . 


trail and made his way to the Four-Mile House. 

As the boy figured it, there'was only one place to 
which the outlaw could or would go, and that was to 
the Jarvis hang-out. 

Two-Spot did vot ride up to the front of the build- 
ing and hitch the two horses there, but secured tlie 
animals iu the woods aud advanced upon the house 
from the reat. | | 

This maneuver ca:ried him close to the barn, and, 
heariug voices inside, he-drapped down on his knees 
aud begat 

“T don’t believe it was Diamond Dick, jr.,’’ said 
a voice. 

“YT don’t Bucw whether it was or not,’’ a second 
voice ausweted, ‘“but it may be. Old Diamond Dick 
is in Oil City, and I think he’s helping yoting Til- 
bury to prove that he’s entitled to an interest in my 
oil holdings. ’’ 

eH he do it ?”’ 

“Not if I know myself, Jarvis.’ 

‘Vou're a sly fox, Hazen. To oo you out a man 
has got ter git up in the inornin’. 

A OG bet He has—and keep awake all day.” 

“7 know how we can find out if the tellow is Dia- 
mound Dick, Jjr.”? 

Whee | 379 


to use his éars. 


that lay befween the house and the barn and quickly 
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‘Thar’s a man jest come in, wounded in the foot, 
an’ he claims ter hev had a set-to with young Dia- 
mond Dick an’ Han’some Harry, an’ to hev got away 
after a hard chase. He says young Diamond Dick is 
in disguise,’ an’ he kin tell whether this feller is the 
inan er not.”’ 


‘“T don’t care who the man is, he’s,gut to be gat - 
out of the way. You can have your Chinaman do the 
job, Jarvis—he can use a“ bowstring as he has done 
more than once before.’ 

“T don’t like ter do it.”’ 

“Bosh! The Chink had just as soon do the job as 
to eat a.meal. I’li'give you $500, and you can give 
the Chink fifty out of it and bea whole lot to the 
good.”’ 

‘An’ arter the job 1 is done, mebby ye’ll treat me 
like ye treated thet feller who says he’ s Diamond 
Dick, Jr. —hire some ’un ter knock me on the head 
from behind a canvas wali an’ so git out 0} Paya: 
the five hundred.” - 

“Took here, Jatvis, vou know me better than that. 
I never fail to pay an honest debt. In this case, ‘if 
the’ prisoner up in that room in.the hotel is really 
Diainond Dick, Jr., 
him to do at the Burning Spring, and I don’t owe 
hiin sedi al but a rap on the head that will settle 
Whe 

‘*Waal, 
like 1t.”’ 

“Vou’ll like it well enough sittin you get the five 
hundred, Jarvis. lead out my horse and hitch him 
to the buckboard. “I’ve got the fight of my life’ on 
my hands and can’t waste any more tinre here.”’ 

Two-Spot heard all-this and had just time enough 
to dodge back beliind the stable as larvis and Hazen 
came out, the former leading a harnessed horse. ' 


Il do what ye say, Hien But I don’t 


Tite horse was hitched to the buckboard, and 


Hazen climbed into the vehicle and drove away. 

jarvis watched hin out of sight and, then re-entered 
the house. 

The reader may walt surmise that T'wo-Spot was 
not a little wrought up over what he had heard. 

Young Diamond Dick was in the hangout and had 
been foully dealt with. 

The wounded outlaw was also in the house. 

The house, therefore, was the place for the New 
York kid, and he sprinted across the open stretch 
aiid noiselessly entered at the kitchen door. ; 
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There was an Indian girl working about the 
kitchen, but she hardly gave the New York kid a 
glance and seemed to take his presence there asa 
matter of course. 

For a motient Two- Spot was ‘‘stumped,’’ as he 
might have expressed it. 

Noticing that the Indian girl did not consider him 
of much importance, he made bold to ask for Mr. 
Jarvis. 

A grunt was his only answer, the girl keeping 


right on with her work. 


‘Is Mr. Jarvis liere?’’ repeated the Bowery boy. 

Another grunt was the girl’s response, and Two- 
Spot took the, bull by the horus, passed across the 
kitchen and entered a door which led into the front 
part of the house. 

When he closed the door and looked around he 
found himself in a narrow hall with a flight of stairs 
leading upward. 

Recalling what Hazen had said, in his talk with 
Jarvis about the prisoner being ‘‘up in that room,’’ 
Two-Spot inferred that Bertie was being kept up- 
stairs, so he started up the fliglit. 


Before he was half way,to the floor above he heard 
voices which indicated that there were several besides 
Diamond Dick, Jr., in the second story of the hang- 
out. 

But this did not deter the New York kid. 

He knew that Diamond Dick, Jr., was iu grave 
danger, and tlie fact that there were others with him 
ouly had the eect of making the boy desire to get 


in touch witli him as soon as possible. 


On reaching the, head of the stairs, 
heard the rattle of a doorknob. 

He took uote of the door and quickly side tracked 
himself through au entrance next to it, on the left. 


‘Tl wo-Spot 


This brought him into the chamber where Dia- 
moud Dick, Jr., had had his interview with Hazen, 
and next to the one where the young sport was being 
held as a prisoner. 

jarvis aid Bill had finished their talk with Bertie 
and ‘T'wo-Spot heard them leave the next room and 
pass down the stairs. 

Then, the next thing the New Yerk kid nea’ 
was Diamend Dick, Jr.’s call for help. 

The time had come for the boy to act, aue he lost 
not a moment. 


To jerk his knife froin his pocket and slash a rent 
in the ‘canvas partition was only the work of a 


second; nor was he much longer in pushing his © 
head through the opening and sizing up the situa- 
tion, 

After that he pulled his revolver, sprang in behind 
the Chinaman, and struck him with the butt of the 
weapon. 

A sound, midway between a gurgle and a groan, 
escaped the lips of Sau Wah, and Two- Spot stru¢k 
him again. 

The second blow sent thie highbinder to the floor 
like a log, the looped pigtail half dragging Dia- 
mond Dick, Jr., from the cot, 

In a flash, the New York kid had released the 
young sport, disengaging San Wah’s queue from 
about his neck and cutting the cords from his wrists © 
aud ankles. if 

Diamond Dick, Jr., got up gasping, and leaned 
agaiust the side of the building for an instant to 
recover his breath. . 


While he stood by the window, quick steps were 
heard on the stairs. 
Bertie realized then that his loud call for help had 
reached the ears of Jarvis and the outlaw, Bill, and 
they were no doubt coming up to lend their aid in 
case San Wah needed it. 


Whirling about, the young sport placed his finger 
to his lips in token of silence and then poe to the 
form of the prostrate Chink. 


‘he New York kid caught lis friend’s meaning 
and dropped down on San Wah and gave him a dose 
of his own medicine by twisting his queue around 
lis yellow neck. 

Meanwhile Bertie, catching up the chair, sprang to 
the door. 

By that time the steps which had been heard on 
the stairs had mounted to the topand were now com- 
ing hurriedly along the hall. 


‘“‘What’s the matter in there, San Wah?’’ de- 
mauded the voice of Jarvis as the steps halted at the 
door. 

‘“‘Kvelthing allee light,’’ answered Bertie, mimick- 
ing the Chinaman's tone and ‘‘pidgin.’? 

“Need any help?’ 

‘‘No wantee help. Dimun Dick he gone top-side.’’ 

‘‘Out of the game, is he??? 

‘*You bettee.’’ 

“Then we'll come in and have a . look at him.’’ 

That was precisely what Diamond Dick, Jr., had 
been seeking to avoid. 
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But the two men were coming in in spite of him. 
Lively work would have to be in order if the young 
sport saved himself and the New York kid. 


The door opened even as Jarvis announced his 


intention of entering, and Diamond Dick, Jr., struck 
out savagely with the chair. 


CHAPTER VI. 
OUT OF THE TOILS. 


Probably Gig Jarvis received the surprise of his 
life when he stepped across the threshold of that 
room aud received a blow whicl sent him to his 
knees. Ss 

When he recovered from his bewilderment, he 
found himself looking into the muzzle of the New 
York kid’s revolver. ; 

“Stow your guff!’’ muttered Two-Spot. ‘Open 
your trap and let out even so much as a whisper and 
I’}l pepper you!’’ 

This threat was sufficient, and Jarvis remained on 
his knees blinking at the threatening tube of the 
shooter. 

The outlaw, Bill, had been close behind Jarvis and 
Bertie had dropped the chair, grabbed him by the 
shoulders and hauled him inside, neck and heels. 

Bill began to swear. 

“Cork !’’ hissed the young sport in his ear, casting 
him to the floor and jerking the revolvers from his 
belt. ‘‘You’re in tins thing up to youreyes, Bill, and 
I had as lieve shoot you as to kill a rattler. And I'd 
‘go out of my way to kill a rattler any day of my 
life, *? 


The noise in the room had aroused Mrs. Jarvis, 


-. and she could be heard mounting the stairs with the 


agility of an antelope. 

Bertie set his back against the hall door and 
brought both revolvers which he was holding to bear 
on Bill. 

‘“Hist!’? he whispered. 

The next moment Mrs. Jarvis tried the door, but, 
of course, could not open it. 

**Jarvis!’’ she cried, excitedly. 
ter? What’s wrong ?”’ 

‘Clear out!’ growled Bertie, imitating the voice 
of Jarvis as near as he could. ‘‘Vamos! Thar ain’t 
nothin’ the matter.”’ 


‘““What’s the mat- 


Perhaps, if Mrs. Jarvis hadn’t been. so greatly ex- 


cited she would have noticed the difference between 
the young sport’s imitation and the real article. 


As it was, however, she heaved a sigh of relief and 
retreated. 7 

‘I heard a noise up here and thought there was a 
row,’’ she remarked, as she went down the hall. 

‘*Bring up a riata,’’ Bertie called after her. 

‘‘All right, Jarvis,’’ she answered. 

Mrs. Jarvis was not long in returning with the 
riata, and, while she was gone, Bertie covered Bill 
and the New York kid covered Jarvis, the Chinaman 
obligingly remaining in a trance. 

When the woman got back with the rope, the 
young sport slipped one of the revolvers into his 


pocket, kept the other pointed at Bill, opened the 


door a crack with his left hand and took the riata and 
then closed the door again. 


“Ts that all you want me to do, Jarvis?’ asked 
the woman. 

“Thet’siall.”? ms 

Mrs. Jarvis went away, and when he heard her 
clese the door at tle bottom of the stairs Bertie 
dropped the coiled rope on the floor and kicked. it 
toward T'wo-Spot. 


Then, drawing hissecond revolver, Diamond Dick, 


Jr., pointed it at the proprietor of the Four-Mile 
House, thus drawing a bead on both Jarvis and Bill 
at the same time. 

“Take Jarvis’ guns away from him, T'wo-Spot,’’ 
said Bertie in a low, quick voice. 

“On the jump,’’ answered the New York kid, and 
at ouce removed Jarvis’ weapons and stowed them 
away about his clothes. 


‘‘Now cut off four lengths of that rope, T'wo- 


Spat,’’ went on young Diamond Dick, ‘‘and truss 
up Jarvis wrist and ankle, and treat the Chink in the 
same way.. After that tie the other man’s hands be- 
hind him.’’ | 

‘“‘Cerrect,’’ ‘Two-Spot answered and went about 
his work with the utmost dispatch. 

Long training with the Dicks had given the New 
York kid a great facility in matters of the kind, and 
he carried out the young sport’s orders quickly and 
thoroughly. 

Not only did he tie Jarvis and the Chink as 
directed, but he also gagged San Wah with his own 
queue and twisted a bandanua handkerchief between 
the jaws of the proprietor of the hang-out. 


‘““‘Now we’re ready, for the road,’’ said Bertie. 


‘“Have you got a horse, Two-Spot? Did you bring 


your mouut with you to the Four-Mile House?’ 
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‘Sure thing, and Bill’s horse along with it.” 

“Good enough. Help Bill down the stairs. I'll 
be tight at your heels with a gun, and if Bill makes 
any fuss he’ll stop a bullet.”’ , 

Two-Spot lifted the outlaw from thee: floor and 
opened the door leading into the hall. 

Before starting from the room, Diamond Dick, Jr., 
halted to speak a few words to Jarvis. 

‘‘But for the bother you’d make us, Jarvis, we’d 
take you along. As it is, liowever, we shall have to 
leave you here for the present. But I will enter com- 


plaint agaitist you at Oil City, and I think the. 


authorities have got what they have been waiting for 


—a charge against you that will stick.” 


jarvis growled some incoherent answer under the 
gag, and the young sport mioticned to ‘I'wo-Spot to 
march on with the prisoner. 

As luck would have it, there was no one in the 


_ barroom below stairs, not even Mrs, Jarvis. 


As soon as the little party got out in front; Dia- 
mond Dick, Jr., took Bill in hand while the New 
York kid ran to the place where he had secured the 
two horses and brought them up at a doubie-quick, 

Bill was made to get astride his own horse, and 
was fastened to the saddle; then the young sport 
took the bridie reins and the three horses were off at 
a gallop. 

‘'Three tines three atid a tiger!’ cried Two-Spot, 
waving his hat exultantly. ee s the time we got 
there with both feet, Bertie.’ 

‘‘That’s another time that you starred yourself, 
Spotty,’ answered young Diamond Dick. 7 

‘‘Borget it, cull! It’s a saw-off, if I know one when 
I see it. We’re both oue-two-seven this trip.” 

Half-way to Oil City the old Serpent. of Siskiyou 
was met, charging along i in the direction of the Four- 
Mile House. 

From his actions, no less than from the wild pace 
at which he rode, Bertie and ‘T'wo-Spot were satisfied 
that there was somethiny on his mind. 

At sight of his two pards, Harry pulled up his 
smoking horse and let off a yell that would have 
raised the dead. 


CHAPTER Vil. 
HAZEN IN TROUBLE. 


“Gle-ory to snakes an’ all sashay! Do my eyes 
deceive me? Is tliet the son of his dad, a lopin’-off 
the trail, an’ is-tlet ace-high, uwp-ter-the-minit- New 
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York kid r'arin’ along on his left, an’ is thet our old 
friend, the gun-fanner, betwixt the two? Am I 
dreamin’ ?’’ : | 
‘It’s no dream, Red-Top,’ 
bay. 
fake,*?.) | 
Handsome Harry jerked a big red handkerchief 
from his .pocket, pulled off his broad-brimmed hat 
and mopped his face, ee 


| . returned the Bowery 
“Vou'’re next to the real thing and uo mis- 


“Durn me fer a dummy ef I haven’ t been havin’ a 
time,’’ said he. 


“Did your prisoners get away ” asked the young 
sport. | 
‘‘Nary, sou, but thar’s all kinds.o’ yarns. afloat in 
Oil City. They’re sayin’ thar thet young Tilbury 
has been put out o’ the way by some ’un, or other 
ge Wh IL 

‘““T expected they’d say that.” 

‘An?’ they’re lettin’ off their bazoos to the effect 
thet young Diming Dick, chip o’ the eld block an’ 


the ekal of any,’ bar none, has been done up.’ 


“There was no foundation for that story.” 


‘*It came mighty close to a foundation, though, I 
tell you those,’’? put in Two-Spot, with a wag of the 
head. ‘‘We’ve had ¢lose shaves together, Bertie, 
but this was a little the closest yet. We had the eutire 


outfit against us at the Four-Mile House, Harty, © 


and we won out, hands down, It was one of the 
slickest dodges the son of his dad ever put through, 
no stringin’:’? 

“Mebbe thar’s nothin’ in the story,’’ went on the 
old Serpent, ‘‘an’ I’m obliged ter reckon thar ain’t, 
seein’ as how Bertie’s on deck an’ all to the good, but 
the Oif City sher’f is comin’ this my throttle wi 
open an’ a nigger on the safety valve.’ 

“Bully! The sheriff catt goon to the Fotr-Mile 
House'and pinch Gig Jarvis.’’ 

‘Is thar a case ag’inst Jarvis at last?’ 

“The biggest kind of a case. 
up in Oil City?” 

“He has thet—big as life ain’ Awicet as ornery. 
Thar’s a mob after him.” 

“Af mob? What for??? ; 

“Be tried ter beat a fariner out of some land i in | the 

oil belt——’’ ° 
“An old ganie of his.” = Di 
“I b’leeve ye. Waal, this hyer farmer come ter 


tlas Hazen shown 


Oil City, got a gang o’ men tergether, told ’em what 








DIAMOND DICK, JR.—THE BOYS’ BEST WEEKLY. 


Hazen had dene, an’ say! they’ve got Hazen lookin’ 
two ways ter save his neck.”’ 

‘Would they hang him ?’’ 

‘They wouldn’t do anythin’ else. Purty nigh 
every man in the eutfit has got arope. The mob is 
atter Hazen, an’ ole Diming Dick is arter the mob. 
Ye see, Dick den’t want Hazen put out e’ the way 
jest yet. This hyer bizness of young Tilbury’s has 
got to be cleaned up fust. Arter thet Dick don’t 
keer a rap what happens ter Hazen, who is more 
kinds of a tin-horn than I kin lay tongue to.”’ 


As Handsome Harry finished talking, a party of 
horsemen broke into sight through a cloud of dust. 

‘Hyer they aire now,’’ cried Harry, facing his 
horse about. ‘‘The sher’f an’ his posse, son!’’ 

There were feur men with the sheriff, all toting 
weapons and loeking as though they meant business. 

‘Who are these men, Harry?’’ asked a lengthy 
individual who rode in the lead. 

‘“‘Diming Dick, Jr., is one of ’em, Medford,’’ an- 
swered the old Serpent, ‘‘Twe-Spot Peters, ‘the New 
York kid, is another, an’ the third ombray 1s one of 
Audy Meeker’s men.’”’ 

‘Which is Diamend Dick, Jr.?’ inquired the 
sheriff, leoking at the yeuug sport doubtfully. 


‘“‘Flere,’’? answered Bertie, with a laugh. Thew 
without dismounting, he began divesting himself of 
his disguise, removing coat, trousers and hat and 
throwing the garments down at the trailside. 


_ After that he drew his sombrero froin the breast of 
his short jacket, knocked out the wrinkles and 
placed the hat on his head. ' 


“Diamond Dick, Jr., Medford,’’ the young sport 
went on, reaching from his ‘saddle to grasp the 
sherifi’s horny hand. 


‘Then ye wasn’t killed, arter all?’’ queried Med- 
ford. 
‘*Hardly.”’ 
‘*T reckon it’s up to us ter turn tail an’ take the 
back track with ye, hey ?’’ 


"No. .Keep right on until you get to the Four- 
Mile House. Unless Mrs Jarvis has released them, 
you will find Jarvis and a big Chinaman bound and 
gagged in a room on the second floor. Bring them to 
town.’’ 


‘‘Has Jarvis been up ter somethin’ we kin put him 
through fer ??’ . 
‘* Ves. %? 
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‘“Thet’s the best news I’ve heerd in quite a spell, 
We'll git ’em ef they’re thar, Dimun Dick, Jr.’’ 

Medford turned to his men. 

‘Spurs an’ quirts, boys!’’ he shouted. 
our chance at Gig Jarvis, at last!’’ 

‘*‘Whoop-ee!’’ shouted the men, and away they 
went at tap speed. ’ 

‘It'll be a sorry day fer Jarvis ef he tries ter fight 
with thet outfit,’? remarked Handsome Harry. 
‘“They’re Rangers, to a man, an’ fightin’ comes 
second nature to ’em.”’ 


*‘Hyer’s 


‘While they ride one way,’’ observed Diamond 
Dick, Jr., “‘it’s up to us to ride as fast the other. I 
have an idea that there’s something warm and lively 
on the docket in Oil City.’’ 

‘‘Scoet on ahead, son,’’ said Harry. ‘‘Diming 
Dick is kimder hangin’ fire waitin’ ter git a report 
from you. Spotty an’ I will foller with this pris’ner, 
an’, mayhap, we’ll be on hand ter j’ine in the fracas 
ef one happens ter be turned on.’’ 


““All right, old pard,’’ answered Bertie, and relin- 
quished the bridle rein of Bill’s horse into the old 
serpent’s hand. 

The young sport’s mount had both bottom and 
speed, and the horse gave ample evidence of his 
qualifications while hustling young Diamond Dick 
ito Oil City. 

As the tall derricks, the spouting gushers, the 
shanties, the pumping and digging machines, and 
the big iron storage tanks of the town hove into 
sight, Bertie could see at a glance that there was 
some sort of excitement on. 


People were running back and forth, or talking 
excitedly in groups—laborers in hip boots haranguing 
with better-dressed men, in the street or on platforms 
in front of store buildings. 


For a speculator in an oil country to attempt to 
beat a man out of oil lands was as heinous an offense 
as horse stealing used to be in the early days of the 
West. 

With a lynching in prospect it was hardly the right 
thing for the sheriff to take himself out of the town. 

Medford might have been invited to make himself 
absent, however, and whenever such an invitation 
comes from half a hundred frantic citizens, the best 
thing any sheriff can do is to retire as gracefully as 
he can. 

Or, if this had not happened, then Medford had 
pulled out in ignorance of what was taking place. ~ 


» 
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face where my interest is,’ he said. 


20 


“Ves, et does; and not only you, but Rivero and 
Keegan hyer.’’ 

The boss of Terrible saw that he would have ts say 
something that would smooth out Buford’s suspicions, 


if he expected to get any service out of him in the 


pending crisis. 

“Well, et ought to be as plain as the nose on your 
‘tT have got five 
thousand dollars interest in her, and I must see to et 
that no harm comes to her before I git my clutch on 
the goods, . See?”’ 

‘*Wull, who was goin’ to harm her.’ 

“T meant to see that nobody did, that was all. 
Come, Nick, no need our quarreling over et.’’ 


‘‘No, I opine not, but I be durn ef I like to leave 


her with this hyer popper in her possession. No 
tellin’ what harm she may do somebody with et ef 


‘we do.”’ 


. “And you will all see what larm will be done, if 
you do not get out of here in a hurry,’’ now cried the 
half-caste, taking the plug out of Buford’s ear and 
stepping back and covering them all. ‘‘I have gota 
dose of pills here for somebody.”’ 

She spoke in a way that showed that she meant it, 
and they tumbled out of her presence with haste. 


CHAPTER IX, 
SURPRISE OF SURPRISES. 


There was no further incident worthy of mention 
on the mesa the remainder of the afternoon. 

- Mercedes remained in her hut most of the time, 
where she was supplied with water and some coarse 
bread and smoke-dried meat. 

Just as it was growing dark something came into 
the adobe house with a slight thud on the ground, 
and she made haste to see what it was, finding it was 
what she had waited for. 

It was the material for her signal fire, or fire wheel. 

An Indian maid, or at any rate, having Indian 
blood in her veins, and having lived all her life in an 
Indian pueblo, she was versed in all their arts, if arts 
will apply. 

She set about her task immediately. 

By the time it was thoroughly dark it was done. 

Ske had worked in darkness, but her fingers were 
thoroughly familiar with the work, 

just as she finished, there was a presence in the 
dvuorway. 

**Are you here?’’ was whispered in Spanish. 

‘*Yes, Iam here,’’ was the response. 

“Then now is your chance. Whom would you 


signal??? 


““My people.’’ 
‘*For what purpose ?’’ 


‘“That they may rescue me.’’ 
‘*Is that al] ?” 


‘‘And that they may punish my captors. ’? 
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"Ts that all?” 
6Ves ?? 
"What of me?’ 
‘*You can escape with me.”’ 
‘You mean it ??’ 
‘*Certainly I mean it.’? 
“Very well, it is a bargain. ”’ 
“Is the coast all clear that way ?’’ 
‘*Yes, and now is your chance. Wait one minute 
till I get away.”’ 
“All right. ”’ 
‘*Then I will give you aetna a minute to wave 
your signal before I will discover you.”’ 
‘That will be sufficient.’’ 
‘‘Then act now, while the gang are at their mess.’’ 
**Si, senor.’? 
The Mexican passed on, and the girl sinew out of 
the hut. 
She hastened to tlie edge of the mesa, or as near it 
as she dared to approach for fear of losing her footing. 
There she lighted a match and applied it to her 
hoop, and in two or three seconds it was a hoop of 
living fire, and she twirled it rapidly around and 


- around. 


‘‘Now, mi madre,’’ she said, in a half whisper, 
“vou know where I am. I know your eyes never tire 
when you watch forasign. Here it is; you know 
where Iam; you know that all is well or the signal 
would not be thus. Now, then, do you your part!’’ 

Of a sudden came a shout. 

It was froin the direction of the cluster of adobe 
houses. 


With a cry, the half-caste dropped the hode of fire, 
and it went on a spin down the side of the mesa. 

‘*Zamacuco! What do you there?” 

It was the voice of the guard. 

Instantly the girl left the SPOk, making a detour in 
the direction of her hut. 

“What is, the matter?” called the voice of El 
Raton. 

**A fire! A signal!” 

‘*Where??? 

‘It was there, at the edge of the mesa.”’ 

‘Rool! Why did you not shoot ?’? 

“IT thought to capture the idiot who was making 
it,’ 

‘*Spread out, men, and we will have him,”’ cried 
Raton. 

‘We have a traitor in camp!” 

The whole evil crew of them was out now, and 
they ran this way and that, excitedly. But no one 
was to be seen. 


It. was dark, save for the stars and the faint light 
that came from. some of the adobes. 

Meantime, Mercedes was making haste to her hut. 

As she entered, a strong arm seized her, anda 
hand was clapped over her mouth. 

‘fNot a word, not a sound,’’ was hissed into her 








response, ** 
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Several of the men carried ropes—indubitably sug- 
gestive of the mob’s purpose when they once got 
their clutches on Hazen. 

“Save mie, save me!’’ implored ‘Hazen; shaking 
with terror. “Dll do the right thing if you get me 
out of this, Diamond Dick! Save ay, life aad Dit 
inake everything right.’ 


‘“That’s all we’ll save you for, Hazen,’’ muttered 
the old veteran. ‘‘Cut him loose, Bertie, quick! 
Take him into that building yonder—into the rear 
door and ‘out the front—then hustle him over to 
Chrisler’s. Chrisler’s house is close to the railroad 
track--watch the track and look out for a signal from 
ine !?? 

Already the mob had caught sight of Hazen, and 
a triumphant yell went up from every throat. 


To slash a knife through the rope that held Hazen 
to the derrick was the work of a moment, and then, 
holding onto the arin of the frightened oil man, the 
young sport dashed toward the small building which 
stood to the left of the derrick, and was used as a 
storage place for empty barrels. 

‘Stop!’ yelled the crowd. 

“We want that man!”’ 

‘Turn him over to us or we’ll shoot!” 

The shouts’ served merely to quicken the Den of 
the thoroughly frightened Hazen. 

Into the storehouse he and Bertie dashed, and old 
Diamond Dick ran after them and posted himself in 
the doorway, weapous ready. 


‘*Back!’’ shouted Diamond Dick, leveling Ins 
forty-fours at the foremost men of the mob who 
seemed bent on running him down. 

“Clear the way or we’ll kill ye!’ was the auswer. 

“Vou'll not kill me, friend,’’ was Dick’s cool 
and I’m not going to kili any of you.” 

‘What're ye stoppin’ us fer?” — 

‘*Because I have use for Hazen before you transact 
yout business with him.”’ 

‘Our bizness is more important than yours!’ 

“Possibly, but I’m first. 


young Tilbury.’? 


“Tilbury’s dead! Hazen has killed him ter git 
him out 0’ the way!’’ 

“Pilbury’s not dead !\ 

Evan Tilbury himself was the speaker and he 


” crowded to the door aud ranged himself at Diamond 
| Dick’s side. 


For a mouient the crowd was silent and 


\ 


it was 


‘short, 


I’m acting in behalf of 


21 
plain that they were wavering. But a shrill voice 
yelled: _ : 

“Tilbury’s affair hasn’t got nothin’-ter do with 
mine! I’m the one he cheated! I’m the one he 
bunkoed out of a fortune! String him up on my ac- 


count! Aire ye men, or cattle, thet ye’ll let a couple 
stand in “yer way an’ head ye off?” 


It was the voice of the farmer who had first aroused 
the mob and started it on the warpath. 


‘The voicé was still pewerful, and, before Diamond 
Dick, or Tilbury, could say a word in remonstrance, 
they had been swept aside like chaff and the rabble 
jammed in through the door of the storehouse. 

When the last man was inside, the old veteran 


helped young Tilbury to his feet. 


“We've got to get Hazen out, of this er he'll be 
strung up’ before he has a chance to square himself 
with -you,’’ said Diamond Dick, after drawing the 
young man to one side,. 

“He's done for now,’ answered Tilbury. ““He’s 
in the storehouse, and nothing on earth can save him 
from that gang.”’ 

‘Hes not in the storehouse,” auswered Diamond 
Dick; ‘‘he’s at Chrisler’s.”’ . 

‘At Chrisler’s?’’ echoed the amazed Tilbury. 

“Yes,’? went on Dick} “and we've got to get him 
out of town in the shortest possible time.’ 

‘“How can we do it?’ , | 

“Go down to the railroad depot, Tilbury, get a. 
handcar and pees it HP the track behind Chrisler’s 
house.’ | 

SVP hen where’ll we go?” 

‘To Call-Out, the next town west. 
get Hazen to make a settlement. 


There we can 
Hurry! Time is 
and the whole town appears to be against 
Hazen,”’ 

‘He has brought it all on himself, ’’ answered ‘Til- 
bury, as he hastened away in, the direction of the 
railroad depot. 

When old Diamond Dick left the scene of the re- 
cent excitement, the mob was tuinbling about the 
empty barrels, looking inside of each and expecting 
every mement to find the object of their animosity. 

The veteran started for Chirisler’s house on. the 
young sport’s horse, which was still standing where 
it had been left. , 

Chrisler did not live at a very great distance and, 
when Diamoud Dick dismounted and ran into the ~ 
housé, he found Chrisler there, and Bertie, and Hazen 


Ze 


The oil man was as white as death and as limp as 
atag. His courage was entirely gone. 

‘They'll get me,’ he said, tremulously. ‘‘They’ll 
go all over the town and they’ll get me, sure!”’ 

“It wauld be no mere than you deserve if they did 
get you,”’ answered Chrisler, shooting a look,of con- 
tempt at Hazen. ‘‘You’re the biggest villain un- 

hung, and you know it.”’ 

‘*!’ve done wrong, but I’m willing to make up for 
it,’’ said the trembling wretch. ‘‘Save my life, Dia- 
mond Dick, and I’ll do whatever I can to make mat- 
ters right.”? 

‘You'll have the chance to square yourself, never 
fear about that,’’ answered the veteran. ‘‘Go up- 
stairs, Chrisler,’’ he added, turning to the owner of 
the house, ‘and look out toward the storehouse at 
the big gusher. We must keep track of the doings 
of the meb, if we ean.”’ 

Chrisler sprang into the hall rid then up the stairs 
two steps at a time. 

‘“The mob is making for the railroad depot ata 
tun!’’ he cried, in a few momeuts. 


“If they ence get to the depot it will only hea 
little while until they get here,’ groaned Hazen. 
“Something has got to be dotte; Diamond Dick! 
Something has got to be done right off! Good 
heavens! Why, they’d hang me! They’d hang me 
withoyt a trial!’ 

“Of course they would, ’’ senaes Diamond Dick, 
Jr. 

“Something is Pe to be done,’’ spake up thie 
veteran from a rear window, which overlooked the 
railroad track. ‘‘We'll save your neck, Hazen, and 
here’s where we do it.”’ 


While speaking the last words Diamond Dick 
threw open the kitchen door and gave all in the 
room a sight of Tilbury, standing on a -handcar, less 
than fifty feet away. j 

“Come on!’ called Diamond Dick, and. he, and 
Bertie and Hazen made adash for the handear and 
climbed aboard. « 


Far down the track the mob could be seen, hasten-. 


ing toward them in a A eee line, every man on a 
keen run. 


Burry 1” shotitedi the snispeecacheat Hazen, lay-. 


ing hold of the handlebars and:beginning to pumip 
with all his strength. . ‘‘Catch hold, all. of pots Til- 
bury, bear down, bear down!” 

There was something of the irony of. fate in ‘this 


: 
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_ demand which the oil man made upon the son ef his 


former partner. 

He was urging Evau Tilbury to help in the saving 
ef his—Hazen’s—life; and Hazen, net many hours 
before, supposed that he had hired a ruffian to put 
Tilbury out of the way. 

But yeung Tilbury, while he was making one 
stroke fer Hazen, was abled two for himself; for, 
if Hazen was saved, the Tilbury interest in the Mesa 
Oil Company would revert to young Tilbury without 
any quéstion. | 

As the handear glided away, old Diamond Dick 
shouted back to Chrisler, who stood in his kitchen 
door watching the flight and pursuit: 

‘‘Return Diamond Dick, Jr.’s horse to the barn, 


} . 
Chrisler!’’ \ 


“Oh, confound the horse!’’ shouted back Chrisler. 
“Get that villain where he’ll have to make things 
right with Ev.’? | 

‘Rest easy about Ev,’’ answered old Diamond 
Dick ; iar Il come out on top and with ground to 
spare. ’ 

Then the handcar passed out ef talking distance _ 


and the mob gave up the pursuit, came to a stand- 


still, aud shook their. fists and yelled in baffled rage. 

But it was the best thing that ever happened to 
those Oil City people that the Dicks succeeded’ in 
spiritiug away their intended victim and saving them ~ 
from committing a deed which, in after times, they 
would have deeply regretted. 


- CHAPTER LX. 
HAZEN SETTLES WITH TILBURY. 


The tewn west of Oil City succeeded in hving 
and being prosperous in spite of its peculiar natne 
of **Call-Out.”? 

The handear rolled into this place about the mid- 
dle of the afternoon, and its passengers disembarked 
and made for the office of the nearest lawyer. 

Hazen, now that he was safe from the mob, showed 
a disposition to dicker, and to drive a sharp bargain 
with young Tilbury. Old Diamond Dick put a 
quietus on that line of actiou and did it with his cus- 
tomary proniptness. | 

‘‘Don’t forget, Hazen,’’ said he, ‘that youw’re not 
yet out of the woods. “Try to do anything but the 
tight, thing and Iwill have you arrested by the 
deputy sherif who lives inthis town and be will be 
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obliged to take you to Oil City and lock you up. I 
reckon you know what that would’mean.”’ 
Hazen went white in an instant.) 
“Don't do that, Diamond Dick!’ he pleaded. 
“Then don’t try any of your skin games. How 


much of ay interest do you own in the Mesa Hill Oil 


Company ?”’ | 

‘Before I do a thing I must have your promise not 
to proceed against ine for what I have attempted 
to do,”’ Se 

’ “Are you guilty of any crimes except those against 

the farmer, and Diamond Dick, Jr., and young T1il- 
bury ?”! ) Ryne 

So Nig: 77 

“Then, if vou will make matters right with Til- 
bury and the farmer we will not proceed against 
you,’ | 

“‘T have your word ?”’ 

“Veg? 

“Then go ahead with your questions,” 


“How much of an interest have you in the Mesa- 


Hill Company ?”’ 
“A third,” | 
“Who owned the other two- thirds? Tilbury’s 

father??? 

Hazen nodded, 

“Then that two-thitd interest goes to young ‘Til- 
bury 2”? 

“Tt does,” 

‘Do you care to dispose of your interest ?”? 

Hazen gave the old veteran a sharp look. 

“Why ?’* he asked. 

‘““T suppose vou understand that -it will hardly be 

safe for you to return to Oil City ?’’ 

‘Tvs trouble will all- blow over,’’ said Hazen, 
with an attempt at bravado. 

‘Whether it blows over or not,’’ spoke up Evy Til- 
bury,;-‘‘I wouldn't be in business with you a day, 
Hazen.”’ , 

‘IT can’t buy you out, I haven't the money.”’ 

““Then you'll have to sell. I haven’t the monev, 
either, but I could.borrow it.’’ 


“You won't need to borrow it,’’ said Diamond 
Dick. ‘‘Ouvbehalf. of my pards and myself, Iwill 
purchase Hazen's interest, providing he is reasonable 
about.uaming a price.’ a 

‘But I expect you to have part of ny two- tliieds 
for what you have done for me!’ exclaimed Tilbury, 

“ii Hazen will sell,’? replied Diamond Dick, ‘‘we 


saw in my life,’ 
- you that I have.seen a good many.’?. 
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will buy enough of your two-thirds to make us hold 
a half interest. TI wouldn’t want to go into the deal 
hen I could swing at least that much of the i 


erty.” 


“TH sell,’? sard Siaweh, 

“At what figure??? —— 

‘Well, say $200, 000.’ 

“Cut it ih half,’ said the veteran, ‘fand I'll give 
you a check just as soon as I can satisfy myself as to 
your title in the property.” 

‘“Done!”? . 

“That makes us owe you $50,000 for enough of 
your two-thirds to give us a half share in the com- 
pany,” said the veteran, turning briskly upon Til- 
bury. . | 

‘But I don’t feel as though I should take it after 
what you have done for me,” | protested the young 
man. 

“Nonsense !? Si nloianal Diamond Dick. 
ness is business, and sentiment is sentiment. 
a miatter,of busimess.’’ 


‘*Busi- 
This is 


‘Then of course Iam thoroughly satisfied, but Ei 


wisli to thank you from the bottom of my heart for 
what you-have done for me.”? 

My returned Dick, clasping the youth’s 
haud, ‘‘we are glad indeed that fortune placed it in 
out way to be of service to you.’” | 


boy,” 


“There are one or two things yet to consider,’ « 


said the young sport, pressing Tilbury’s hand cor- 
dially when his father released it. 

“What are those, Bertie ?’’ 

“Why, Hazen has Tilbury’s ring——”’ 

‘‘Here it is,’ spoke np Hazen, taking the sicelin! 
from his pocket and handing it to Tilbury. 


“And there is that oe quit-claim deed, Hazen,”! 


_ the young sport went on. 


‘‘Here is that, also,”’ 


Hazen handed over the document and the old vet- | 


eran-looked at it carefully. 


‘‘Now I see why you wanted that ring, Hazen,”?’ 
rewarked Diamond Dick. ‘‘It’s a seal ring and you. 
wanted to press»your pene. s initials into the wax 
on this:decument,”? 


‘““That’s it,’’ auswered Halen, unblushingly’: et 
would have added corroborative detail, so to speak.’’ 

The veteran gave Hazen a hard look. 

““VY@u're about the caldest-blooded scoundrel I ever 
’ said the veteran, ‘‘and I can assure. 


“| y 


; 


‘xe 


n 
i) 


—w 
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‘‘There’s no call for indulging in hard words, ” 
was the oil man’s suave answer. ‘When our busi- 
ness is ever we'll all cry quits and go our different 
ways.”’ 

““That’s right,’’ said Paamson Dick, ‘‘and see to 
it, Hazen, that your trail never crosses mine in sha 
future.. It won’t be well for you.”? — 

The lawyer in Call-Out drew up the papers feces- 
sary in the case, and held them pending the closing 


of the deal. 


The first passenger train back to Oil City 
the Dicks and Tilbury, and when they left Hazen 
they had told him that, as a preliminary to closing 
their deal, he must square himself with the farmer 
whom he had victimized. | 

Hazen preinised-that he would do this. 

An Oil City atterney looked up the records for 
Diamond Dick and found the Mesa Hill Company i in 


substantially the condition Teported by Hazen. 


‘This was some time on the day following the ex: 


_citement at the big gusher, aud after the attorney 


had made his report, the old veteran hunted up the 
farmer who had caused all the trouble on the pre- 
ceeding day and found out from him that Hazen had 
sent back the deed which he had secured by fraud 
and that the farmer had now no complaint to make. 


Thereupon Diamond Dick sent the young sport to 


*Call-Out with a certificate of deposit on the Ouray 
bank, made payable to the order of Jasper Hazen. 


Bertie exchanged the nioney for the deed, and, as 
$50, 000 had already been given to Tilbury for part of 
his interest, Dick and his pards found. themselves 
started in the oil business. 


The first intimation that Harry had of what was 
going on was when he read the names of the parties 


of the secend part in the two deeds given respectively 


by James Hazen and Evan Tilbury. 
‘These names were as follows: Richard Wade, Ber- 
tie Wade, Handsome Harry and T'wo-Spot Peters. 


The old Serpent could only stare at the deed and 
then at Diamond Dick in a sort of speechless dismay. 

‘“‘Are—are we goin’ out o’ the railroad bizness, 
Dick??? asked Harry. 

(Ves, 

‘““But what’s goin’ ter become 0’ the road?” 

_ “We're going to sell it.” 

Then Handsome Harry eae, to look as tMbugh 
he was sorry. 


ae don’t sihaesies wih ‘ort to,’’ ‘said he. 


carried 


: 


“Wiry, you ‘ve been talking nothing <iop but sell 
for the last two.months.’’ 

‘Tl know, but——’’ 

The old Serpent paused and cleared his threat. 
“But: what?’ . 

‘Why, durn it all, I was beginnin’ 
heap o’ thet road, Dick an’——’’ 

“Get a pail, get a pail,’’ chirped T'wo-Spot, 
‘“Reddy’s goin’ to Jeak 1” | 

A laugh went up from the Dicks, and ‘Harry, after 
making a swipe at the grinning Two-Spot, settled 
back iu his clair and resigned himself to the situa- 
ticn. 


ter think a 


—_—_—— et at 


CHAPTER X. 
CONCLUSION. 


Harry and Two-Spot had brought in Bill, the 
wounded outlaw, and landed him safely behind the 
bars, along with Meeker and the other man. 

The New Orleans detective was summoned by 
wire, and after he had seen the three men he not 
only identified Meeker as Phil Luray, but also 
recognized his two companions as meu who were 
also wanted in Louisiana. | 

A requisitiou on the Govetnor of ‘'exas was made, 
and the three outlaws were taken away and ulti 
inately tried and eouvicted for their misdeeds. 

The sheriff was not able to find 
Chinaman. : 

Mrs. Jarvis had discovered the plight of the two 
men, shortly after Dianvond Dick, Jr., and the New 
York kid had left the FPour-Mile House with Bill, 
After réleasing her liusband and San Wah they tad . 
taken two of the fleetest. horses in the stable and fled 
to parts unknown. 

As soen as she could sell ont, 
her husband. 

Thus that part of the country was cleared of a sus- 
picious character, and it was just as well, perhaps, 
everything considered, that Jarvis and the Chink 
were able to make a run of it. 

The Four-Mile House passed into the hands of a 
Kentuckian who was not only a law-abiding man, 
but who likewise lad the sand and the capacity for 
preserving order aud holding his own. | | 

Ie did a prosperous business at the hangout, aud 


Jarvis or the 


Mrs. Jarvis followed 


ultimately lived down the evil reputation which the 


place had won for itseif under tiie oer ° 
Gig Jarvis. | rast , 
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The sale of the Tough-Nut and Pick-Me-Up Rail- 
road was consummated by old Diamond Dick, who 
niade a personal visit to San Francisco for the purpose 
of closing the deal. 


The reader may remember how the toad came eae 
the hands ef the Dicks, having been received by 
them in part payment for a ‘gold mine; and the 
reader may also remember in what a sorry condition 
the line was in equipinent, management and every 
thing else. 


Under the skillful: control of the Dicks, and owing 
quite as much no doubt to their bold forays against 
the trouble-breeders and gun-fanners infesting the 
right of way, the read was raiséd to.a high standard 
of excellence and became one of the best paying 
properties in the whole Territory. | 


All this was taken into consideration when the line 
was sold, and the old veteran and the young sport 
received a. handsome profit over their original invest- 
ment which repaid them handsomely for all their 
labors. 

It will not be forgotten that Fritz’ Dunder, the 
“Hot Tainale,’? was in Ouray during the lively 
timesin ! City. a 

He had net accompanied Bertie, Harry aud Two- 
Spot to Oil City for the reason that he had made an 
attempt to. win #5 by riding a bronclio. : 

He had not won the $5, but he had earned six full 
weeks in the railroad hospital, and was doing time in 
that institution when word came that the Dicks had 
sold the road and were to leave Ouray for good. 


Fritz was all broken up over the matter, but a ray 
of comfort canie te him in the person of Bunge Loo, 
the clever young Chink, who had “trotted a few 
heats’’—as Two-Spet would say—witl the Dicks and 
liad -left Ouray to go to Frisco and accept a job 
offered hiin by the Six Companies. 

But, after the times in Ouray, working for the Six 
Companies, writing bills backward, figuring itemts 
upside down and doing everything with a brush was 
altogether too slow for the progressive young Chink. 

Se he traveled back to Ouray, blew in on Fritz at 
the hospital, and helped to beguile the tedium of the 
Dutehman’s convalescence. : 

When wel! encugh, Fritz-and Bung Loo started to 
rejoin the Dicks; and ultimately they did rejoin them, 

but- only after they had passed through. a series. of 


hair-raising adventures which, although good enough 
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for a place all by Leet ss will bogies never be 
written down. ft 
‘Hazen was never afterward seen. in the oil coun- 


eit 2 


What became of hit is was “known, but a safe 
guess may be made to the effect that he, continued 
his evil career in other parts: and apally ree the 
penalty. | 

And, for a man as en ibdeee ie as Hazen peoned 
himself to be, it is not difficult to surmise that the 
penalty was the severest on the statute books. 

The oil business was comparatively new to the 
Diamond Dicks and their pards, but they soon 
learned the ths and euts and began developing the 


’ Mesa “Hill preperty, aud acquiring other lands, ina 


way that, brought them to the fore as the most pro- 
eressive men in the fields. 

But one result could happen. 

| The huge corporatiow which cori teats the oil mar- 
ket of the country stepped in, made a flattering offer, 
aud took the entire plant of the hands of the Dicks 
aud young Tilbury. 

“Durn my buttous!’’ exclaimed the bewildered 
Handsome Harry, after the oil business had been sold 
out. ‘‘Wouldn’t this hyer rattle yer spurs? We're 
makin’ so many changes lately thet I’m durned ef J 
know whar I’m at.’’ f 

‘‘What do you care so long as there’s a lot doing 
and plenty of excitement on tap?’’ queried Two- 
Spot. 

““T don’t keer a picayuue, Spotty, kase I’m willin’ 
ter foller wharever the Dicks lead.’’ 

“Tt’s a rocky trail they travel,’’ said the New York 
kid;‘‘but there’s always something worth while at 
the end of it.” . 

“What's next, Spotty? Do ye know?” 

“Tm next, allright, Red-Top.”’ 

“Then cough it up and be Arazio about i€ a 
Two-Spot whispered in the old Serpent? s ear and 


he neatly; fell out of his chair. 


“Drama? Catamounts an’ hyeners!~ What am I 
ter do?”’ 
“Give it up. butut’ ll be hot stuff,’ 


THE END. 


Next week’s issue (No. 293) will contain, “Dia. 
aod Dick’s Border Drama; or, A Scene Not Down 
on the Bills.’ It proved, as ‘T'wo-Spot said, to be 
“Trot stn f?=-hotter stuff, in fact, than Two- Spot ex- 
pected, and hot enough even to satisfy that old fire- 
eater, Handsome Harry, the Serpent of Siskiyou. 
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| DO You WANT 


| A COMPLETE FISHING ASSCRTMENT ? 


ae LOOK ON THE BACK COVER OF No, 298 FOR HORA ee 


tf you “enter és contest you will tage a chance for the finest and most poeiesrte 
assortment of Fishing Tackle ever offered, 


| Seven Complete Assortments Given Away. 


By winning a prize you can fit yourself out as a dealer in fishing supplies. 
The seven boys who send in the seven best contributions in this new . 


MATEUR JOURNALISM GONTEST | 


will each receive a Famous Fishing Tackle Assortment. Watch for a ioke 
graph and description of one on the back cover. Of course you want to 
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own one, Then get into this contest without delay. 


SEVEN COMPLETE OUTFITS GIVEN AWAY. 


HERE ARE FULL DIRECTIONS: 


Take any incident youcan think ef. It may bea fire,a runaway, an accident, an adventure, or evena murder. It doesn’t 
matter whether you were there or not. Write it upas graphically as you can, make it full of “action,” and send it tous. The 
article should not be over soo words in length. The Contest closes September ist. Send in your stories at once, boys, All 
the best ones will be published during the progress of the contest. Remember, whether your story wins a prize or not, 
it stands a good chance of being published, together with your name. 








h Silico awk at \ COUPON 
Cut out the accompanying Coupon, and send it, | Diamond Dick Weekly Amateur Journalism Contest No. 4 
with-your story, to the DIAMOND Dick WEEKLY, | | | 
Care of STREET & SMITH, 238 William Street; 


New York. 


No contribution. with which a ‘Cospon is not 
enclosed will be considered. | 
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“Gle-ory ter catamounts and sarpints—a rip-roarin’ hummer.” 
That's what this new contest is. Just look at that prize offer on hia opposite page! Isn’t that just what you 
wanted> Pitch in, boys; the more the merrier. We're off on this new contest at a gallop. | 


A Night with the Hazers. 
(By Hugh B. Tabb, Ry.) 


‘‘Say, Drain, what do you say to having some fun to- 
night ?”’ 


The speaker was Logan English, the place was his - 


room in the boarding-house of the Hardin Collegiate 
Institute. 

‘“You know I’m in for anything. 
Karl Drain. 

‘‘T was thinking that we could get together a crowd 
of us sophomores and give the freshmen the surprise of 
their lives in the way of a hazing,’’ continued Logan. 

‘Logan, you area brick!’’ cried Karl, enthusiastic- 
ally. ‘‘Of course we will.” 

Thus encouraged, Logan unfolded his plan, and if we 
judge it by the expression on Karl’s face it must have 
been a capital one. | 

‘‘Now, Karl, we must be off... Have‘all ‘the sopho- 
mores to meet uuder that oak ‘tree in the’ center of the 
campus at ten o’clock to-night. So long!’’ 

Both boys now hurried away. , 


What is it?’’ said 


Karl Drain hopped into the reoms occupied by Burton 
Macy and Ed. Buchanan. 

‘¢Say, fellows!’’ he chirped, ‘‘if you. want to see some- 
thing that is more fun than a dog- fight, just come down 
to the front entrance.’ 

The hour was late, but both jumped up and followed 
Drain.» When. they reached the entrance they were..un- 
ceremoniously picked up in the arms of half-a- -dozen 
sophomores. 

‘Two other freshmen, big country hulks, whose room 
had been invaded, had put up a stiff fight. As a conse- 


quence, they had scored up against their account two. 


sophomoric black eyes and a bleeding nose. 

Jn this way a press-gang.of twenty or inore freshmen 
bad been gathered out on the college campus. Hach of 
them was armed with a brooin, which he was required 
to handle as if it were an army rifle. 

‘“*Hep! hep! hep! Company—halt! 


Parade, rest | ! 


arims!’”.. 


Company, tention! none i“ for queens Carry— 


English was drill-master, but had many lieutenants alll 
armed with switches. — 
‘Stand up straight! Bunch up! Head erect! Eyes to 


the front!’’ 


_ Swish! swish! swish! went the switches. 
_ §"Wow!?) Macy exclaimed. ‘‘It hurts!, It hurts !”? 
Buchanan ‘‘was hopping, up and down. hee a chicken 
on a bed-of live coals.’ 
The two big countrymen near the head of the line 
were being tinmercifully castigated. 
‘“Now,’’ said English, who wanted to humiliate the 


_ two all he could for what they had done, ‘“being very 


promiretit men, we desire people to know who you are. 
Put your arms about yonder light pole and continue to 
call as loud as you can: 

‘¢*We are two greasy old country sagers’?! Do you 
understand ?’’ 

‘‘Ves—yes, sir!’ said the now subdued freshmen. 

The other freshmen were ordered to do almiost every-, 
thing ridiculous, but inthe meantime the, two country 
boys were clinging to the electric light pole crying out 
with the best power of their lungs: 

‘We are two greasy old country sagers! We are two 
greasy old cofintry sagers!”’ 

Truly enough, they were paying dearly for those 
blackened sophomoric optics and bleeding proboscis.. 

‘*Took out, boys! You had better scatter. The faculty 
thinks this has gone on long enough,’’ said one of the 
sophomores. The result was that when the faculty 
arrived a few minutes later no one was in sight. That 


night, however, will be long remembered by both fresh- 


men and sophoniores at the dear old H, C. I 


Killing an Owl. 
(By F. Leo Smith, Md.) 


One day I went out with my .22 Winchester rifle to 
try to shoot some birds. I was only going around town 
and in the swamp near by. I met two other boys with ~ 
air rifles, Eugene Hammond and Oscar Holbrewer, the 
latter known to the boys as Brigam; also about six 


| other boys who, did not have any rifles, but went along 


aS 
. — 


SS Se 


eS | 


to see. what we killed. 
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While we were hunting around 
in the swamp one of the boys said: 

‘*Let’s go up to Mr. Will Smith’s Barrack. Perhaps 
there is an owl there.’’ 

So up we went, and when one of the boys got inside 
he said: 

‘*Oh, here i is a beeby owl. 
you. ‘e.. 


Run out or he will kill 


But it only happened to be a screech owl. As soon as | 
we heard what he said we all tried to get in at onces 


The ones that had rifles shot at him and then we begam 


* jumping up on the hay, about twelve feet from him and | 


shot all our ammunition away. Hugene put one eye out 
and I drew blood from his neck, and al] the time every- 
body shouting and all terribly excited. The owl would 
fly from one side of the barrack to the other; the beys 
following him until at last some got on both sides with 
stones, clubs and anything to throw at him. One time 
when he went to one side Brigam hit him with his riffle 
and knocked him down on the hay, but he flew up again 
and flew to the side I wason, I hada large stone and 
was throwing at him as fast as I could. As he did not 


* seem to want to move, Frank Thomas got near him,and 


called to me to stop throwing, but I would say: 

‘fOnly one more time,’’ but at last I thought if I did 
not hit him this time I would let Frank cateh him, But 
that time I hit him and down he came, everybody talk- 
ing as fast as they could. 

Every one claimed the right to carry him, but at last 
they decided who should, and we all started for town 
everybody telling what he did, and when we would meet 
anybody all of us would crowd around him, all trying to 
tell him at once. 

At last we got over our excitement and parted, and 
went home, but for about a week we would tell every- 
body we met about the geod time we had had killing 
that owl. 





A Startling Adventure. 
(By Charles Reed, Florida.) 


When I was a little boy of about seven years old and 
was living in Minnesota I experienced a most startling 
adventure.. While father and I were out hauling wood 
we heard au awful noise. We looked up the road and to 
our dismay saw a large fire sweeping down ae on us. 

Father whipped up the bronchos, and we had a hard 
race with the r e raced for about fifteen minutes 


er so then suddenly we came to the house just as the 
- flames swept by us straight for the schoolhouse. 


We jumped out and ran to the teacher’s aid, for she 
was dragging the children out. Seme of them fell down 


and fainted and some were so frightened that they did 


not know what to do, but steod stockstill. 

Father fought the ‘fire with the rest of the men while 
our boys carried the chairs and books out. 

The men got shovels and dug a wide ditch around the 
schoolhouse, but the fire went on burning up all in its 
way. The wild animals ran for the — country, some 
were driven right in te the village, the deers ran into 
the town to get away from the fire. It was the worst 


sight I ever saw, and I don’t care to go threugh it again. 
_. If the firemen have to fight fire as we did I don’t want 


to be one. 


i 
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PRIZE WINNERS. 


It is now three weeks since the Diamond Dick Weekly 
Amateur Journalism Contest No, 3 closed, and the judges 
have at last decided upon the 


Fifty Boys Entitled to Prizes. 





WINNERS OF FIRST PRIZE. — 
Oliver Jacobson, Wis.; E. P. Hinton, Ohio; George Burke, 
Ind.; Anzley Pulsifer, R. I.; Hugh Tabb, Ky. 
The above boys are entitled to any ten books they may 
select from the list in No. 278. 


WINNERS OF SECOND PRIZE. 


Frank Graham, Mo,; E, A. Crawford, Fla.; R. Tipton Paw- 
ley, Mo.; Arthur Tuttle, Col,; William ‘Pulver, N. Wie 8... ¥. 
Perine, Soe Chas. A. Reid, Fla.; Wolfrett Bldtedge, Me.; 
Frank Von Au, Mich.; Leo Price, Il. 

The above boys are entitled to any four books they may 
select from the list in No. 278. 


WINNERS OF THIRD PRIZE. 
F. A. Bramhall, Me.; Manuel Vigil, Col.; Ed. Everson, R. 
I,; Charles Jaenes, Ill,.; Cree Croft, Pa,; Frank Ross, Nev. ; 
Guy Fitzgerald, Mich. ; Parris Clay, Ky. ; Frank Dutra, Mass. ; 


' Albert D, Kohn, Pa,; Charles Rogers, N. Y.; Bertie Ward, 


Mass.; Sherman Riggs, Ark.; Noel Winter, Conn. ; William 
Hamilton, Mass. 


The above fifteen boys ave each entited to any three books 
they may select from the list in No, 278. 


WINBERS OF FOURTH PRIZE. 


P. K. Green, Pa:; G. T. Davis, Ky.; Bertie Hall, Ark. ; Leon 
Fulion, N. Y.; Charles Schroeder, Wis.; Herbert Wasle, Wis. ; 
Henry Young, Mo.; Pearl Miller, Ohio; Chas. Lyon, Va.; 


Bentley Burns, Ind,; Chas. Lynch, Ill.; Alfred Kennedy, 


Col. ; Geo. Schaeffer, Ia.; John Dugan, Wash.; Louig Barlow, 
Mass.; Lu Pollock, Ind.; Matthew Platt, Tenn.; Geo. Mor- 
row, Ili.; Walter Kiefer, Ind,; J. M. Bowyer, Ga. 


The above twenty boys are each entitled to any two books 
they may select from the list in No, 278. 


, 


IMPORTANT TO PRIZE WINNERS. 


Every boy who sees his namein the list of prize winners 
should at once'send his name, full address and titles and num- 
bers of books he wants in the list in Diamond Dick Weekly 
No. 278 to Diamond Dick Prize Editor, care of Streot & Smith, 
ag8 William Street, N. Y. 

Boys, we congratulate every ene of you. Not enly these 
who have won.a prize, but those who have not, for yeu all did 
splendidly. 

_ Remember, there’s a new contest running, with splendid © 
new prizes, and every one has a chance to enter it and win. 
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wYPH THE EPIJE ISLANDERS, 
By MATE K. 


The Hunter, a British vessel, sailed in 1872 on a 
cruise from Bengal to New South Wales, the Fiji 


Islands, and Canton. She was commanded by Captain. 


Robson, and during her stay at Fiji ber crew becaine 
involved in an affair with the islanders, ‘The story was 
afterward related by one of the officers, Captain Dillon, 
in the following words: 

‘*Early in September, two large canoes from Bow, 
carrying upward of two hundred men, visited the ship 
for the purpose of taking home certain Huropeans and 
Wi wives. It wasabout this time that Captain Rob- 

1, being about sixty miles distant in the tender on an 
seb eiai against the Vilear canoes, caught up with a 
whole fleet of these pirates, and, attacking them, cap- 
tured no less than fourteen. It was an easy victory : but 
one of the natives happened to be killed with a cannon- 
shot. On his return to us, the captain proposed to heave 


. the cutter down for repairs, as she had sustained some 


damage; but he deeined it prudent first to endeavor to 
possess himself of the rest of the Vilear canoes, to pre- 
vent the savages from attacking our men whii.e employed 
on the cutter, as it would be necessary to have that. boat 
ashore at high water. 

‘On the morning of September 6, the Europeans be- 
longing to the ship were all armed with muskets along 
with those fron: Bow, and the party was placed under 


the command .of Mr. Norinan, the first officer of the 


Hunter, We landed ata place called the Black Rock, 
where the two canoes shortly after joined us;. the Bow 
chiefs having with them a hundred of their men. The 
boats and canoes then put off into deep water, so as to 
prey ent their getting aground at the ebbing of the tide. 

‘Upon our landing, the Kuropeans began to disperse 
into small parties of two, three and four in a group. I 


begged of Mr. Norman to order the men to keep close 


together, but no attention was paid to my entreaties. 
We proceeded over a level plain without interruption 
till we arrived at the foot of a hill, which we ascended; 
and then a few vatives showed themselves and tried to 
irritate us by their shouts and gestures. Turning to the 
right, Mr, Norman went alotig a path leading to some 
native huts, while I followed him with: seven other 
Europeans, and the Bew chiefs with one of their men. 
Here a few savages tried to dispute our passage; but on 
oue of them being, shot dead, fhe rest retreated, : 


‘‘Mr. Norman now caused the huts to be set on fire, 
an act of wanton destructiveness that cannot be defended. 
Shortly after we heard furious yells in the direction of 
the road by which we had ascended. ‘The character of | 
the sounds led the Bow chiefs to understand that some 
of their men, as wel! as Huropeaus, had been killed by 
the Vilear natives, who had lain concealed until we had 
ascended to the tableland, when they attacked our 
straggling parties, of whom only two individuals escaped. 

‘There were ten musket men in our party, with the 
Bow chiefs and a follower. We immediately got out of 
the thicket on to the tableland, where there were three 
of the islanders who ealled out to us that several of our 
men were killed, and that we should share the same 
fate. Before descending to the plain, a young man, 
named John Graham,.separated from us and ran into a 


thicket on the left of the road, where he was speedily 


pursued by three savages, and dispatched. As we 
descended we discovered that the plain between us and 
the boats was covered by thousands of infuriated and 
armed natives, who had'prepared to: give us a warm 
reception. When we got tothe bottom of the hill, the 
savages stood on each side of the path, brandishing 
their weapons, and with their bodies and’ countenances 
besmecared with the blood of our slaughtered com- 
panions, 

“At this moment, a native who had stealthily: fol- 
lowed us down the declivity threw a lanee at Mr. 
Norman, who, pierced through the. body by the weapon, 
ran a few yards and then fell apparently dead, Turning 
round sharply, I fired at the native and reloaded my piece 
as quickly as possible; but when I looked for my com- 
panions, I: found that’ they had fled‘in all directions, 
while the assembled islanders had quitted the. path to 
pei our flying meu. I] therefore dashed on as fast as 

I could, but had not gone above a few yards when I 
came upon the dead body of William Parker, whieh was 
lying across ny path. . Taking» Parker’s rifle from the 
ground where he had fallen, Tr nsaF 2 careats ‘from the 
scene of bloodshed.) ? 

‘The natives, now ‘observing me, gave chase, and to 
make good my escape fram their vengance,:I was ob- 
liged to throw away Parker’s musket, as well as the 
pistol I carried in my belt. 1 reached the foot of a smail 
hill that stood in the plain, but found it SCONES | to 
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get to the boats on account of the nearness of my pur- 
suers. Observing some of our men upon our right, I 
called to them: ‘Take the hill! take the hill!’ 

‘“‘We got to the summit, when the following persons 
mustered with all possible speed: Charles Savage; Luis, 
a Chinaman, and Martin Bushart, with Thomas Dafry 
and William Wilson. ‘The three former resided at Bow, 
the others were seamen belonging to the ship. Dafry 
had been wounded in several parts of the body, and the 
point of a spear had pierced his shoulder, having entered 
from behind and come out in front under the collarbone. 
Fortunately, the rock to which we had escaped was so 
steep that few persons could ascend at a time, but the 
savages shot arrows at us from the base of the declivity. 


‘I now took command of the party, and stationed 
each man in the best way possible under the circuim- 
stances. I did not allow more than one or two muskets 
to be fired at a time, and kept the wounded man loading 
for the others. Several of the natives, approaching too 
near, were immediately shot by us, which caused the 
remainder to keep at a respectful distance from the rock; 
but the savages had now gathered in the plain beneath 
us in considerable force, and surrounded our position 
with vehement yells, as a deed was about to be enacted 
of the most horrid and revolting character. Fires were 
speedily prepared, and ovens heated for the reception of 
the bodies of our ill-fated companions who had been 
slain; and, while the cannibalssang and danced with joy 
over the prizes, each corpse was placed in an oven to be 
baked as a repast for the victors. 

‘‘By this time the fury of the savages was somewhat 
abated, and they began to listen to our offers of agree- 
ment. I reminded them that eight of their mien were 
prisoners on board the Hunter, and told them that if we 


were killed, these men would be put to death; but if we. 


were spared, we would cause them to be released imme- 
diately. The head priest, who is regarded:as a deity 
-among the Fiji Islanders, asked if these men were still 
alive. I replied that they were, and I would send a man 
to the captain to order them to be released if he wonld 
convey my messenger safely down to the boat. 


‘‘This the priest promised to do, and I prevailed upon 
Dafry, who was wounded and without arms to defend 
himself, to venture upon this mission, under the escort 
of this venerable savage. Dafry was to inform Captain 
Robson of our horrid position, and that it was my par- 
ticular request that he should release one-half the pris- 
oners, after showing them a large chest of iron- mongery, 
whales’ teeth, etc., which he might promise to give to 
the other four, with their liberty, the moment we re- 
turned to the vessel in safety. 


““Dafry did as I directed; and I did not lose sight of 
him until he got on the ship’s deck. A cessation of arms 
now took place; while several chiefs ascended the hill 
with professions of friendship, and offered security if we 


would go down with them. To this I would not accede, 


nor allow any. of my men to do so, till Charles Savage, 
who had resided on the islands for more than five years, 


and spoke the native dialect fluently, begged permission. 
to go down as he had no doubt their promises would be 


kept, and he would be able to procure a peace and ae 
our safe return to the vessel. 
_ “Overcome by his importunities, I at last ecuanited 


but told him that he must leave with me his musket and | 
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ammunition. This he did, and proceeded to the spo 
where Bonaser, the head priest, was surrounded by 
chiefs, who appeared happy to receive him. Unknown to_ 
me, the Chinaman Luis had stolen down to the opposite 
side of the hill to place himself under the protection of 
a chief with whom he was acquainted, and to whom he 
had rendered important services in former wars. The 
islanders, finding they could not prevail on me to place 
myself in their power, sent up a yell that rent the air. 
At that moment Savage was seized by the legs, and with 
his head placed in a wellof fresh water, was held in that 
state by six men until he was suffocated. At the same 
instant a powerful native got behind Luis and witha 
huge club knocked the upper part of the Chinaman’s 
skull to pieces. 


‘s There were now only three of us left upon the hill, 
and we were furiously attacked by the cannibals, who 
pressed closely upon us. Wilson being a bad shot, we 
kept him loading the firearms, while Bushart and I 
fired them off. Having four muskets we managed so 
that two of them always remained unloaded. 


‘*Bushart was an excellent marksman. With twenty- 
eight discharges, he shot twenty-seven of the savages, 
only once missing his aim. JI also killed and wounded 
some of the enemy, who, finding they could not conquer 
us without great loss to themselves, kept off and vowed 
vengeance. The human bodies being now prepared, 
they were taken from the ovens, and shared out te the 
different tribes of cannibals, who devoured thetr es 
with avidity. 


‘“‘Having now no more than seven cartridges left, we 
determined that as soon as darkness set in we would 
place the muzzles of our guns to our hearts, with the 
butts to the ground, and discharge the pieces into our~ 
breasts, thus, to avoid the danger of falling alive into the 


hands pt these cruel and merciless men. At this moment 


the boat put off from the ship and got close to the land- 
jug place, where we could see the eight prisoners Bole 
brought on purpose to give them their liberty: 


‘‘T could not imagine how the captain could be per- 
suaded to act in this strange mauner, as the only hope of 
our lives being spared was by allowing only a part of. 
the prisoners to land, and by keeping the others on> 


_board, to give an incentive to the liberated islanders to 


intercede with their friends on shore to spare our lives, 
that we might in return protect their countrymen when | 
we got on board the Huuter. | 


“Shortly after the prisoners. landed they were con- 
veyed tnarmed up the rock'tome. ‘The eight natives” 
were preceded by the priest, who informed me that Cap- | 
tain Robson had released them, and sent a chest of cut-~ 
lery, etc., on shore for the chiefs, with orders for us to | 
deliyer.our muskets to them, when the priest would see. 
us safely to the boats. These terms I refused. 


‘‘The priest. then turned to Bushart and harangued | 


_him on the policy of our complying. The thought now — 


entered by head of making the priest my pr:soller, and — 
either to kill him or regain my liberty. 4 

‘‘ Accordingly, I tied Savage’s musket with my neck — 
cloth to the belt of my cartridge box, and presenting nyt 


» own musket to the’ priest’s head, told him I would in- 


stantly shoot him if he attempted to run ajvay, or. if any 
of his countrymen offered to molest us. TI then imag 
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him to proceed before me to the boat, threatening him with 
immediate death in case he did not comply with my orders. 

‘* Thinking it prudent to obey, the priest led the way for 
us down the hill, and as we passed along through the mul- 
titude of natives he exhorted them not to molest us, for if 
they did so, he would be shot, and they would conse- 
quently incur the wrath of the gods, who would be angry 


at their disobedience of the divine commands, and would. 


cause the sea to rise and swallow up the islands and all the 
inhabitants. The warning of their spiritual adviser caused 
all the cannibals to be seated forthwith upon the grass. 

‘‘The priest proceeded toward the boats, with the muz- 
zies of Bushart’s and Wilson’s muskets at his ears, while 
the muzzle of mine was placed between his shoulders. 
On nearing the water he made a sudden stop, I ordered 
him to go on, but this he refused to do, declaring he 
would go no farther, and I might shoot him if I pleased. 

‘*Threatening to take him at his word if he persisted 
in his obstinacy, I asked him why he would not go to 
the water’s edge. He replied, ‘You want to take me on 
board and put me to torture.’ 

‘‘There being no time to lose, I told him to stand 
still, or I would shoot him if he attempted to move be- 
fore I got into the boat. We then walked backward 
to the water side,.and up to our breasts in water, when 
we embarked. But we were no sooner on board than the 
islanders came down to the beach and with their bows 
and anes saimtes us with showers of arrows and stones. 
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‘* Being now out of danger, however, we rettirned thanks 
to Divine Providence for our escape and proceeded toward 
the ship, which we reached just as the sun was setting. 

‘‘I expostulated with Captain Robson on his extra- 
ordinary conduct in causing so many human beings to 
be unnecessarily sacrificed. He made some absurd apolo- 
gies, and inquired if we were the only persons, who had 
escaped. I replied that such was the case, but if the 
natives could have made proper use of the muskets 
which feil into their hands on that occasion we must all 
have been killed.”’ 
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‘You are an American Boy ail Should Know All ‘About 
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Of Quures You Have Seen It. 
f/ WINNER GYRE ‘THE BovS. 


THE FINEST MOST UP-TO-DATE STORY PAPER EVER PUBLISHED, 


ee Frank Merriwell, the great Yale Athiete, writes exclusively for gee 
| Fine rattling serial stories always running in gooert g tte OH a 
: a Fhe celebrated “Old Pard’’ conducts his famous “ 
; The Boys of America League has for its officialorgan . . . Es 
| The Young Authors’ Library Contestis nowrunningin . . fe 
5 The liveliest anecdotes, jokes and short stories are printedin , @4\ 
y And the finest and most exciting stories of adventure are foundin © 


Ask your newsdealer to show you a copy of this retiling weekly, or send 
~— a ener copy to et & SMITH, 238 William Street, New York. 


wisp nay i aa 





Everybody | is Talking of It. 
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IT is. just WHAT you ARE LOOKING FOR, GET IT THIS WEEK. : 


A eo wy ro 7 : 1 . . 
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All of the above numbers always on hand. If you cannot get them from your news- 
dealer, five cents a copy will bring them to you by mail, pestpaid.. 


STREET & SMITH, PUBLISHERS, NEW YORK. 
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DIAMOND DICK WEEKLY 


(LARGE SIZE.) 


The most Unique and Fascinating Tales of Western Romance. 





258—Diamond Dick’ s Clean-Up; or, The Thugs of Comet City. i 
259—Diamond Dick’s Chase of the Card Sharps; or, Held for Ransom by the Mexicans. |. 
260—Diamond Dick’s Still Hunt Underground; or, the Ghost of the Mine. | 
261—Diamond Dick and the Kid-Glove Sport; or, The Fatal Ride to the Lost Mine. 
262—Diamond Dick’s Strike at the Gold Mill; or, The New Hand’s Secret Deal. 
263—Diamond Dick’s Lively Play on the Quiet; or, Diamond: Dick Jr.’s Tandem Rescue. 
264—-Diamond Dick and the Backers of San Simon; or, A Terrible Prophecy Fulfilled. 
265—Diamond Dick’s Rival and the Bogus Troopers; or, The Plot Against the Governor. 
266—Diamond Dick’s Anti-Gun Crusade; or, In the Hands of the Paver Flat Swindlers. “ 
267—Diamond Dick’s Helping Hand; or, The Battle of Apache Hill. 

268—Diamond Dick’s Play to Win; or, Up oe ea Mine Brokers. 

-269—Diamond Dick on the Trail of the SmUsEler, Two-Spot and the Kid from No- 


270—Diamond Dick and the Brothers of the Bowie; or, The Fight for the Rich “Pocket.” 
271—Diamond Dick’s Blacklist; or, Branded as Traitors. . 
272—Diamond Dick’s Railroad Deal; er, The Message from Midnight Pass. 
273—Diamond Dick’s Set-to with the Keever Gang; or, The Trouble with No. 7. 
274—-Diamond Dick and the Hannibal County Desperadoes; or, Against Judge and Jury. 
275—Diamond Dick’s Moonlight Attack; or, The Freight Thieves of the T. N. & P. Railroad, 
276—-Diamond Dick’s Deadly Charge; or, The Cattle Rustler’s Ambush. 

277—-Diamond Dick on the Bean Trail; or, Black Bill’s Doom.’ 

278—Diamond Dick in Chicago; or, A Bold Game in the Metropolis. 

279—Diamond Dick’s Quick Action; or, The Fastest Fight on Record. 

280—Diamond Dick’s Fair Enemy; or, The Plot of the Mexican Girl. 

281—Diamond Dick and the Express Robbers; or, Tornado Kate’s Ten Strike. 
282—Diamond Dick’s Four of-a Kind; or, The Set-to at Secret Pass. 

283—Diamond Dick’s Four-footed Pard; or, Winning a Game Hands Down. 
284—Diamond Dick’s Cannon-Ball Special; or, Handsome Harry’s Finest. 
285—-Diamond Dick’s Flying Switch; or, Trapping the Tough-Nut Terrors. 
286—Diamond Dick’s Rush Orders; or, A Quick Windup at the Post. 

287—Diamond Dick’s Dutch Puzzle; or, the “Hot Tamale’s’ Hard Luck. 
288—Diamond Dick at Full-Hand Ferry; or, Rough Work on Rapid River. 
289—Diamond Dick and the Black Dwarf; or, Het Work for Uncle Sam. 
290—Diamond Dick and the Timber Tiere: or, A Close Call in Custer’s Cafion. 
291—Diamond Dick’s Mid-Air Fight; or, At Odds with the Circus Crooks. 
292—Diamond Dick in the Oil Fields; or, A Lively “Go” at the Big “Gusher.” 
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alee can be no question about 
i \ the advantage of being able to 
| pe : ; ae box well. When called upon to defend 
: | ‘yourself you are always ready and 
the manly art. of boxing if practiced 
as set forth in the pages of the book: 
entitled ““The Art of Boxing and Self 


Defense” will bring the muscles into 





| ~ : play and transform a weak man into 
McGOVERN CROSS-COUNTERS WITH HIS RIGHT. a noble specimen of his race. 





The Artof Boxing .*" Self Defense 


By PROF. DONOVAN 








The only authentic work on Boxing now on the market. 














eae THE CONTENTS AND ILLUSTRATIONS WILL ee 
HAND BOOK HAND BOOK 
i INTEREST THE MOST INDIFFERENT PERSON. re 


T is profusely illustrated with 37 elegant half- 
tone cuts, showing the different positions and 
blows. The originals of these illustrations are 
such noted pugilists as. James Jeffries, Robert | 
Fitzsimmons, James Js Gorbett, Terry McGovern, | 
Young Corbett, afd all the “heavy and light-weight 
fighters who have ever held: the championship of 
their class. 
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The book is printed on good paper, clear, sharp 
type and bound in attractive illuminated cover. 


PRICE 10 CENTS 
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If sent’ by mail, 5 cents udditional for postage. 


| STREET & SMITH 2U2£*3825: 
ble | 














